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Facts 


by LivGrapefruits 


Summary 


Shouto barely has any experience with friends, so having a crush on his best friend was not 
something he was prepared for. He's fallen hard, and he’s awkward and unsure what to make 
of his feelings, or how to act on them. It doesn’t help that he and Izuku seem caught on the 
delicate line between friends and romance, and Shouto more than anything doesn’t want to 
ruin their friendship. 


Chapter 1 


Shouto Todoroki attributed the beginning of it all to the sports festival, with a fight he’d 
picked with one Izuku Midortya. It wasn’t that he regretted it, in fact it was what started their 
friendship, in an odd sort of way. Sometimes he would lie awake at night and think about the 
fact that their first real conversation was him approaching Midortya to declare that he was 
going to kick his ass. That was embarrassing to think about. 


After the festival had ended, Shouto stayed in the hallway outside the prep rooms, his head 
still spinning a little from earlier when Bakugo knocked him out and from the sheer emotion 
of everything that had happened that day. He wasn't ready to meet with his father and go 
home, so he leaned against the wall, scrolling on his phone without really reading anything. 


If he were being honest, he’d admit that he had noticed Midoriya right away, as soon as they 
were put in the same class. The kid had such a spark to him, and he was one of those people 
who went all in with everything he did, but also clearly had more kindness in him than most 
people. Maybe that was why Shouto pulled him aside at lunch to tell him the details of his 
past, about his father’s abusive hold over him, his status not as a child but as a ‘masterpiece’ 
for his father to live vicariously through. He had opened up much more than planned. They 
weren’t even friends, but the positivity that Midoriya emitted at all times made Shouto feel 
like he could trust him, but he wasn't really sure what compelled him to unload all that 
baggage. Maybe he just needed somebody to listen, and Midoriya just seemed like the right 
person, though he was afraid that the intensity would scare Midoriya away, it sure would 
scare him if he were in that position. 


To Shouto’s surprise not only did it not scare Midoriya away, it drew him closer . Midoriya 
smashed Shouto’s walls down and stared him right in the face, challenging him to use his full 
power at the expense of winning the match. He had drawn Shouto’s power out, and given it 
back to him, like he was giving a gift. Shouto was swept away by the sheer kindness he’d 
been shown from someone who wasn't even his friend, unable to really grasp at an 
explanation other than that Midoriya was just that nice . And nice wasn't even a strong 
enough word. 


Shouto looked up from his phone to see Midoriya trudging by, his tired eyes barely focusing 
on anything, uniform jacket draped over his broad shoulders. His torso was bandaged and his 
arm in a sling. Shouto looked at Midoriya’s bandaged hand, guilt seeping through him. 
Midoriya had put himself through that pain to fix his problems. All of that, and Shouto came 
out of the fray in much better shape, and with a medal, while Midoriya only had injuries and 
defeat. 


“Midoriya.” Shouto kept his voice as level as he could, walking up to him before he could 
hold himself back. 


“Todoroki?” Midoriya sounded as tired as he looked, yet there was that little glimmer of joy 
in his eyes that never seemed to go away. 


For a moment, Shouto was at a loss, how do you ask someone if they are okay after you 
nearly incinerated them? He planned to take full responsibility for these injuries, though from 
what little he knew, he could guess that Midoriya probably wouldn't allow such a thing. 


“Are you okay?” asked Shouto. 


Midoriya only smiled, the bandage at the edge of his mouth pulling back a little “I’ve been 
better, sure, but I’m okay. Congrats on getting silver, you were really good out there.” 


Not as good as you. 


“How’re your injuries?” Shouto couldn't keep the edge of worry and guilt out of his voice. 
He had to ask this question, but was unprepared for an answer. 


“Surgery went well, so my hand should be okay. I am really worn out though.” 
Shouto’s stomach dropped. “Surgery? You had to get surgery?” 


Midoriya’s smile was far more comforting than it should have been. Looking as tired and 
beat up, bruised and bandaged as he was, how he was even smiling was beyond logic. He 
looked like he should be in a hospital bed. 


“Yeah, I shattered my bones, and Recovery Girl had to get the fragments out so it would heal, 
she said there will be permanent damage, but I’m not worried.” Though he was trying to 
sound as matter-of-fact about this as possible, there was still a tinge of pain that Shouto could 
pick up on. 


“I’m sorry,” was all Shouto could manage. It was his fault. If he hadn’t given a sob story 
before the match, Midoriya wouldn't be this injured. Maybe he would have even won. He 
threw that match to help Shouto begin to heal, and had permanent injuries to show for it. 
Tronic. 


“Don't apologize.” Midoriya said. He was looking up at Shouto with a tired smile. Every 
expression he made was magnetic, pulling Shouto into his emotional world. Shouto tried to 
say something, but there weren’t any words to express gratitude, guilt, elation and sadness at 
the same time so he just kept his eyes on Midoriya’s. He wasn't sure what to say back, he 
almost went with ‘sorry’ again. 


“T wanted to ask you...” Midoriya scratched at his neck with his uninjured hand, “Since we 
are classmates, and I want to get to know you better... Can I give you my phone number? 
You know for school reasons and stuff.” 


Shouto was thrown off a little, his heart pounding. This was new ground for him. 


“Do you often give your number to people who broke your bones?” his tone was flat and 
completely serious, but Midoriya chuckled. 


“No, this would be the first.” 


Shouto almost smiled though with the heaviness of the day he was much too drained to really 
express any emotion outwardly. Internally he felt like he’d been punched a few times, and he 
technically had been that day, but the dull ache he felt was also that of fatigue. 


“Don't get your phone out, I'll type your number in so you don't have to use your hands.” 
They were alone in the hallway; mostly everyone had gone home. Shouto wondered why 
Midoriya hadn’t gone home, he needed the rest more than anyone. 


Midortya told him his number, and Shouto promised to text him in a bit so he would have his. 


“Bye Todoroki! See you in class!” Midoriya started to turn away before stopping, turning 
around to look at Shouto one last time with a smile. 


“See you later.” Shouto gave a small wave goodbye, then left the stadium to meet up with his 
father and go home. 


Endeavor was on his usual self-serving garbage, offering clipped praise for Shouto’s fire 
usage, but a much longer lecture about getting second place and losing first place to Bakugo. 
Shouto glazed over mentally during this lecture, he’d heard it so many times he could 
basically recite it. 


Shouto thought about Midoriya instead. He’d done more for him than was ever asked, and he 
couldn't feel more grateful. Looking at his father out of the corner of his eye, he thought 
about how he’d reclaimed his own power. My power, Endeavor often said, and what Shouto 
once believed. He wanted to shake his head. /t’s not yours now. Technically it never was, and 
it took Midoriya injuring himself for Shouto to see that. A small part of him wished it hadn’t 
taken that that much. 


He pulled out his phone and typed out a text to Midortya, finger hovering over the send 
button for a good minute before he pressed it. 


The response was rather quick. 
“Hi Todoroki! Voice command is suddenly really useful!” 


He turned toward the car window so that his father didn't see the small smile on his face as he 
looked at his phone. After a response of just “sorry” and another from Midoriya that said “I 
told you not to apologize!” he was home, and almost instantly fell asleep after such a long 
intense day. 


It wasn’t long after that he and Midoriya became friends. 


Shouto had left training early, having sat in Recovery Girls office for the better part of two 
hours and finding it pointless to return. So he sat outside, a slight breeze ruffled the trees like 
it was petting their leaves, filling the air with soft but unobtrusive noise, perfect to get lost in 
thought in. It was too warm for his uniform blazer, and Shouto had taken his tie off and rolled 
up the sleeves of his shirt. He had found a space by one of the main big walkways between 


buildings, there was a wall that was the perfect height to sit on that separated the concrete 
from a well manicured lawn. He had his English book on his lap, trying to absorb the 
information that he’d been assigned, but unable to concentrate. 


Earlier that day in training he, Midoritya, Tokoyami and Yaoyorozu had been a team to 
practice rescue. Of course training had gotten intense, and Midoriya got knocked out from a 
rather hard hit to the head. Shouto and Tokoyami had taken him to Recovery Girl’s office. 


He just had a mild concussion. That wasn't the worst thing, everyone in class has had at least 
one. Still, they are training to be professionals and Midoriya got himself injured so much that 
Shouto couldn't help but worry. He sat in the infirmary with Tokoyami for a while waiting 
until Midoriya came to, Recovery Girl had given up on trying to get them to leave. 


Uraraka and lida came by later to check in just as Shouto was finally shooed out of the office. 
They fretted a little, asking about what had happened like concerned parents. They are some 
of the most caring people Shouto had ever met, a perfect fit with someone like Midoriya. 


Unlike himself, as Shouto didn't think he often knew the right thing to do or say, at least 
when it came to others. 


Shouto reread a paragraph of text over and over, resting his chin in his hand. Even in the 
quiet of late afternoon, he couldn't get himself to focus. Every injury Midoriya got could 
potentially put him out of commission, at any moment his career as a hero could end, 
possibly before it started. If he had any say, Shouto would gladly put himself in that position 
in his stead. The world needs Midortya. The world needs his heart. 


“Todoroki.” He looked up. Midoriya. He had a few bandages around his arms and stuck to his 
nose and cheeks. His blazer was on his shoulders, and he didn't have his tie on. One of his 
eyes was half swollen shut and purple. 


“Are you okay to be out?” Shouto asked, voice edged with concern, “You took quite the hit.” 


“Eh.” Midoriya flashed a sheepish smile, “I’ve been through worse. I’m not nauseous 
anymore.” 


Shouto still worried. One of these days he will damage himself permanently, he was too 
young to suffer that much from being so reckless. He expressed this thought, only to see 
Midortya hold his scarred hand up to inspect it. Every time Shouto looked at those scars a 
little pinprick of guilt would pierce his chest, even though it had been so long now. 


“T already have technically, and this is visible there’s probably stuff I can’t see.” He was a 
little pensive, but also so pragmatic about it, like he was saying that the sky is blue. That 
scared Shouto a little. 


“You're still functional though.” he said, more as a reassurance to himself. 


“T mean, yeah. My hand gets sore sometimes but I think that’s because I aggravate it. And it 
gets shaky from time to time, though not as bad as it used to. Nothing I can do about it 


really.” Midoriya opened and closed his deformed hand, turning it over to look at all the pale 
scars littering tan skin. 


“T don't want you damaging yourself so much that you can’t function.” Shouto said. That 
would be unbearable, seeing Midoriya’s dreams crushed because he hurt himself beyond 
repair. 


“Tt’ll take a lot for me to be nonfunctional. Not when I have gotten this far.” Midoriya sat 
down next to Shouto, looking at him with his one good eye. The bruises had started to 
blossom on his skin, purple and blotchy like overripe fruit. Shouto wanted to tell him to just 
go to bed, or at least lie down. He looked so beaten up, yet Shouto swallowed hard with the 
thought that this was probably nothing compared to what Midortya has been through before. 


The sun was dipping lower in the sky, making their shadows lengthen over the sidewalk. 
Several students passed by, and they waved to the ones they knew. They sat in a long 
comfortable silence enjoying each other’s company, as they often did in their few moments 
alone. It was calming, Shouto could just breathe and exist. No battles, no lives on the line, no 
trauma, just the moment itself like it was the only moment. Before time would continue to 
move and all the ugliness would come back. These moments were scarce, and Shouto held 
onto them as much as he could. 


He still couldn't concentrate on his reading, so he watched the wind ruffle Midoriya’s hair, 
still undecided on whether it was truly green or not. He always wanted to put his hands on it, 
determine whether it was truly as fluffy as it looked. It had to be. Midoriya swayed a little, 
eyes out of focus and looking nowhere in particular, clearly a little dizzy from earlier. 


“Midoriya.” Shouto hated breaking the peaceful quiet between them, “We should go eat, and 
you should go rest.” 


“Not sure if I’m that hungry.” Midoriya said. This would usually be a lie, since Midoriya was 
almost always hungry, something about having to use a lot of energy for his quirk. Shouto 
was the same way, temperature regulation takes quite a bit of energy. 


“No come on.” Shouto stood up, “You should eat.” 


Midoriya whined, but he followed Shouto to the dorms, down to the kitchen and common 
area. They’d been living there for a little while now, and it had really made class 1-A feel like 
a family. At this point after all the things they’ve been through, living together just felt 
logical. 


As the two entered the kitchen they were greeted with shouting. This wasn't unusual actually. 
Some people went to the cafeteria to eat, and others cooked and it looked like much of the 
class was attempting to cook. Uraraka and lida cornered them upon arrival, mostly 
concerning themselves with Midoriya’s wellbeing. 


“Deku come get some ice for that eye, it looks awful.” Uraraka held up a bag of frozen 
vegetables. Midoriya took the bag and pressed it to his eye. Shouto realized that he should 
have offered that, considering that he could. Though pressing an icy hand to Midortya’s face 
would probably be too weird. 


“Sero said he saw you two sitting outside earlier. He wanted to come say hi but he said you 
two looked like you were really serious. Is everything okay?” Uraraka asked, even her 
concerned voice was bright and clear like a bell. 


“Yeah, he was just scolding me about getting myself hurt again.” Midoriya’s voice was light 
with a touch of laughter. 


“T wasn't scolding, I was just stating my concern.” Shouto said, not as seriously as he perhaps 
intended. 


Ashido looked over from where she was pestering Kaminari by the stove. They'd managed to 
make a mess of that side of the kitchen. 


“You gotta keep your man safe Todoroki!” she said, laughing. Shouto ignored her, she often 
made jokes like that and he knew not to egg her on by getting worked up, not that he was one 
to do that. Midoriya on the other hand was. 


“Mina!” Midortya protested, he was a little red in the face but Shouto assumed that was just 
because of how beat up he was. The vehemence of Midoriya’s protest stung a little, if only 
that it was because of how embarrassed Midoriya was acting. 


“T’m only playing!” Ashido grinned, fluffing up her wild pink hair around those odd horns 
she has. Sero playfully punched her in the arm. 


“Yeah, otherwise Yaomomo would be out of luck!” Jirou said, smirking in the direction of 
her best friend. 


Yaoyorozu looked up from her book, completely unfazed, “What was that?” 
“Nothing, nothing!” Jirou replied, then lowered her voice, “You know what I said though.” 
Ashido giggled, “We’d all be out of luck! Todoroki is almost too pretty.” 


Shouto bowed his head, looking right at his shoes in hopes of hiding how embarrassed he 
must look. Next to him he could see Midoriya shifting from one foot to another, fidgeting 
with the hem of his shirt. Ashido, Sero and Kaminari started squabbling as usual, and Shouto 
went and sat at the table with Yaoyorozu, taking his phone out in hopes of ignoring the rising 
chaos. 


“Tgnore her, she thinks she’s funny.” Yaoyorozu had looked up from her book to Shouto, 
expression warm as usual but her tone was light, affectionate. 


“Tt is funny to imagine a world where you’d want to date a guy.” he replied. He was aware of 
Jirou’s need to tease everyone at any given time, especially Yaoyorozu, but it was strange that 
she teased her about liking him, as she knew Yaoyorozu wasn't particularly interested in boys. 
And that Shouto didn't see her as a romantic prospect. He never could explain why, since all 
things considered what wasn't to like? Nothing. 


Yaoyorozu was laughing now, and Shouto knew she would be getting him back for that 
comment, as was the nature of his and Yaoyorozu’s friendship. She gave him a pointed look. 


“That’s your department not mine.” 
Shouto looked at her from the corner of his eyes, “Sure.” 


Though he’d never really talked about it, he knew he wasn’t exactly interested in girls, which 
was something Yaoyorozu had picked up on rather quickly. She was the only one. 


Yaoyorozu gave him another look, raising her eyebrows, then went back to reading. 


Shouto still didn’t understand Ashido’s insistence that he was pretty. She’s said it before and 
considering his relationship to his quirk and its direct correlation to his appearance, Shouto 
never thought he was attractive. Often the large scar on his face made him look in the mirror 
and sigh, and the left side of his face only made him think of his father. Unseemly. 


He looked up at Uraraka, Midoriya and Iida on the other side of the kitchen, laughing and 
talking like they always do. Midoriya had his eyes closed, shaking with such carefree 
laughter despite looking like he’d been hit by a bag of bricks. Their eyes met for a moment, 
and Shouto was struck with the fleeting thought that Midortya certainly was someone who 
deserved to be described as pretty. As someone who could light up a room like he did, 
someone with such a good heart and mind, how could he not be considered as such? He tore 
his eyes away and went back to looking at his Twitter feed, pushing the thought away. 


After eating dinner most everyone went to their rooms except Shouto, who volunteered to 
wipe down the kitchen, and Midoriya who despite everyone’s insistence that he to go to bed 
had refused. Exhausted silence hung between them for a while as Shouto cleaned all the 
countertops, which were filthy from Ashido and Kaminari’s attempts at cooking. 


“You ready for the quiz tomorrow?” Midoriya finally piped up. 
Shouto shrugged, “Sure.” 


Midortya fidgeted for a moment, still holding that bag of frozen vegetables to his eye. Shouto 
had already re-froze it twice for him after seeing him try and put it back in the freezer. 
Uraraka’s exact words were “Deku use your resources!” 


“It’s weird, when I think of being a hero, I don't think of doing schoolwork. But then again 
we are in school, it’s not all training. Which is nice, I don't think I could always train, I’d be 
so worn out all the time, as opposed to now when I’m only worn out half the time.” Midoriya 
let out a small laugh, as if to pep himself back up. 


“Not that I hate training! I mean, it’s what got me here. But we have to be well rounded, you 
know? Plus I like school. Well, I like school now anyway.” 


His mind worked at light speed and words would just bubble out when he couldn't contain 
them anymore. Whether there was a point to what he was saying or not, hearing Midoriya 
ramble had a certain earnest charm to it that make Shouto feel at ease. Somehow it was never 
annoying. He could be surrounded by Midoriya’s ramblings all day. 


He wiped the stovetop down, back turned to Midoriya, who'd reached the end of his thought 
and fallen silent. 


“You are the type who likes school.” Shouto stated. 


“And what does that mean?” Midortya asked, a little accusatory but tinged with a tone that 
suggested teasing. 


“Tt’s just that you’re a nerd.” Shouto responded matter of factly, turning around from the 
countertop. His voice was flat, but he didn't mean it as an insult. Far from it. In fact he'd 
meant to tease back a little. 


Clearly Midoriya felt this, as he started to laugh, “Uraraka calls me a nerd too! I guess it's 
fess” 


There was affection in his tone at the mention of Uraraka, but that was normal for someone 
referring to one of their best friends. Shouto has his doubts that it stopped at best friend, but 
he'd never ask. It wasn’t actually his business. 


“Tt’s not a bad thing.” 
Midortya pursed his lips, “I know. But you’re a nerd too you know.” 


Shouto hadn’t considered this, but he shrugged. He’d take the label of nerd. It wasn't like he 
really thought he fit into a typical label before. Except maybe ‘loner.’ 


“T’m a nerd?” 


“Kind of!” Midoriya’s speech started to quicken as he talked, “I mean, you do well at 
everything you do, so you’re the ace, but at the same time you aren’t like a jocky ace, I think 
that’s Kacchan, so that would make you fall on the other end of the spectrum, which is a 
nerd.” 


Midortya’s academic breakdown of something as mundane as a high school clique label was 
charming enough to make Shouto smile a little. He spoke like it was straightforward logic, 
like he was giving a lecture in a way. Midoriya would make an excellent U.A. teacher when 
he grows up, Shouto concluded. 


“T accept that explanation.” 


Midoriya laughed, then winced as something must have hurt in doing so. Shouto was about to 
pull out the concerned string of questions he felt like he asked Midoriya on a weekly basis, 
but Midoriya was already back to talking. 


“T’ve always liked being in class.” Midoriya said, “But school itself was never fun until now. 
I got bullied... a lot.” 


Shouto put the cleaning rag down, his hands hanging limp at his sides. Midoriya didn’t talk 
about this part of his life much, he never said why it was he was bullied. Nerdiness? His 
enthusiasm? The detailed hero log notebooks? 


“And I didn't think school here would be fun, since I just expected more of that. Especially 
with Kacchan in my class. But a lot has changed since he and I were in middle school.” 


“You were friends at some point, right?” Shouto treaded carefully here, knowing how prickly 
this kind of topic could be. No surprise that Bakugo was involved in this, as he was obviously 
still out to make Midoriya miserable for no good reason. Of course, there was never a good 
reason to act like that, Shouto surmised. Midoriya took the thawing vegetable bag off his eye 
and handed it to Shouto wordlessly. He took it started to freeze it in his right palm. 


“We were,” Midoriya said, looking at the floor, “I still try to be nice to him, I still don't know 
where I went wrong.” 


Typical Midoriya, blaming himself for this. Shouto handed the now frozen bag back. 


“T don't think you went wrong. You’re nothing if not nice to him.” Shouto said voice softer 
than usual. There wasn't much more to it really, Bakugo had his issues and took them out on 
others, mostly Midortya. It wasn't fair or right and Shouto hated it. 


Midoriya only made a small noise to acknowledge what he said. He tapped his fingers on the 
counter, other hand holding the bag of vegetables up to his head. 


“T also like school.” Shouto offered, hoping to be able to relate to Midoriya and make him 
feel less weird, “It means I don’t have to be home.” 


Midortya’s face fell, just a bit, once he seemed to make the connections in Shouto’s 
statement. Then he looked up. 


“That makes sense, though it also proves my point that you’re also a nerd even more.” 
Midortya said, smiling at Shouto. 


“T’m okay with that.” 


The conversation dropped, and Shouto put the rag and cleaning supplies away under the sink 
before heading to the kitchen doorway. 


“T’m going to bed, you should too, an hour ago actually.” 


“Fine, fine okay.” Midortya followed him upstairs, slowly as he was rather sluggish from 
earlier. Shouto didn't say anything, but he was poised to act should Midoriya fall over, the 
way he was walking suggested that he could collapse at any moment. 


“Todoroki-?” 


“Did you need anything?” Shouto considered asking to walk Midoriya back to his room, he 
just seemed too unstable, but maybe that would be weird. 


Midoriya shook his head slowly, “I'll be fine. See you in class tomorrow, or we can meet for 
breakfast maybe?” 


Midortya didn’t often ask him to have breakfast in the morning before class. They would 
usually grab something from the cafeteria together and walk to class, which really wasn’t 
having breakfast together at all, but that’s what they called it. Somehow it still felt like 
something special, at least to Shouto. 


“See you then.” Shouto said, a small smile tugging at his lips. He turned around, hands in his 
pockets as he made his way to his room. As he got ready for bed his mind stayed on the topic 
of Midoriya, specifically how he was always able to be such a ray of sunshine, no matter 
what was going on. How much energy did it take to do that, and why would such energy want 
to be around Shouto, of all people. He just couldn’t keep up. Clearly Midoriya saw 
something, perhaps something that Shouto couldn’t see that made him appealing as a friend. 
That was the biggest honor of all, as far as he was concerned. 


Chapter 2 


After class the next day Shouto stood in the hallway chatting with Midoriya, Uraraka and 
lida, or more rather listening to them chat. It was a rather light day in terms of classwork and 
training, as they were all assigned quite a bit of work for the weekend. The usual antics of 
Uraraka and Midortya kept the air lively, with them bouncing off each other verbally and 
occasionally passing the ball to Iida, who much to Shouto’s surprise kept up with them well. 
Shouto would add a quip or two, but mostly just liked to listen. 


lida, ever the proactive one, announced that he was going to start studying. Uraraka nodded 
and added that since the quiz today didn't go so well for her, she would also be putting a little 
more time into her schoolwork. Iida commended her dedication, then turned to Midoriya. 


“We should study together. It's always good to be able to put our heads together on certain 
subjects.” 


“Maybe later.” Midoriya said, “I was thinking of going to go train with Todoroki.” 

He turned to look at Shouto, grinning. 

“That sound good to you?” 

“Of course.” Shouto said. He wouldn't pass up an opportunity to go train with Midoriya. 
“Okay, let’s go.” 


The gym was mostly empty, the equipment well used but dormant. The only activity was at 
the weights, where Kirishima was spotting Bakugo. Shouto bristled, feeling Bakugo’s eyes 
on him and Midoriya. 


“Ay, don't fucking get in my way, you assholes!” Bakugo called, his voice was like 
sandpaper. 


“We will be on the other side of the gym, there’s plenty of room.” Shouto kept himself 
leveled despite that slight urge to go and punch Bakugo’s face in. It’s not that he would do 
that unprovoked, but given the chance a small part of him would gladly do it. 


They were going to use the open space in the center of the gym to practice, away from the 
walls and where the equipment was set up. Midoriya started stretching his arms and legs, 
bouncing a little in anticipation. 


Kirishima waved, “Don't mind him! Just don't freeze us! Or burn us! Or anything like that!” 
ytning 


At least Kirishima was friendly, and could be counted on to keep Bakugo within some 
respectable boundary sometimes. Shouto appreciated that. 


“Ready?” Shouto stretched his arms, loosening up to fight. He had opted for a dark grey 
sleeveless shirt and sweatpants today, something comfortable, and because wearing hero 


costumes wasn't allowed for personal training. Midoriya stood in front of him, his eye was 
swollen and discolored from the previous day, and his usual All Might shirt and shorts made 
him look so young, like the high schooler he was versus a full-fledged hero he modeled 
himself after. It was easy to forget that they were only teenagers. 


“Ready!” Midoriya grinned, “Don't go easy on me!” 
“Why would I do that?” After all, it’s what Midoriya always wanted from him. 


Aware of Bakugou watching them, Shouto swung a punch, which Midoriya of course dodged. 
They’d agreed on no quirks for this, so this was just hand-to-hand combat training, something 
that Shouto especially felt he needed work on, and Midoriya always wanted to keep himself 
primed on at all times. 


One thing Shouto could count on was that Midoriya would give him a good workout when 
they trained. They were pretty evenly matched, he didn't worry that he would incinerate him 
if he was using his quirk, and even without it he couldn't just knock Midoriya out. If 
anything, holding back would be disrespectful, considering that Midoriya was the reason 
Shouto even started fighting at his full power now. 


After sparring for a while they were both sweating, breathing heavily from exertion, but they 
weren't done yet. Shouto managed to land a solid punch to Midoriya’s stomach, making him 
gasp in pain. Steeling himself, Midoriya managed to topple Shouto over with a well-timed 
sweep of his leg to Shouto’s, effectively knocking his feet out from underneath him. Of 
course, Shouto reacted instinctively by grabbing Midoriya by the front his his shirt on his 
way down, causing Midortya to fall on top of him with a heavy thud. 


They were face to face, with Shouto pinned under Midoriya. He looked up at those green 
eyes, which were staring back at him with fiery intensity. Sure, the current situation was a bit 
embarrassing, but not necessarily disliked. Shouto had a mix of emotions swimming through 
his head with the most out of place being a small part of him feeling soothed by this foreign 
weight settling down on his tired body. He thought about just laying there until Midoriya 
registered exactly what position he was in right then. 


“Sorry!” Midoriya exclaimed, immediately climbing off and brushing off his shorts. The 
strange feeling of enjoyment was quickly replaced by a stranger feeling of mild 
disappointment as Shouto followed suit, wordlessly standing up and stretching his arms out a 
little. 


He stood opposite Midoriya, pushing some hair out of his eyes and letting some of it fall back 
into his face. Midortya’s wild hair was sticking to the sweat sheen on his forehead, mouth 
open slightly and still breathing heavily from sparring. For a moment Shouto’s chest 
tightened. He always looked so intense when he trained, and the intensity was... 


“Hey Deku!” Bakugo called from the other side of the gym, his voice bringing him back 
from the void that Shouto’s consciousness had banished him into. 


“Having fun playing around? When are you gonna start actually training? I know you 
probably didn't come here to look like an idiot, but then again that’s all you ever do, shit for 


brains.” 


He was starting to head for the door, Kirishima trailing behind him. Shouto wiped some 
sweat from his cheek with the back of his hand, annoyance pricking at the back of his neck as 
he remembered what Midoriya was just saying about Bakugo last night. This was why 
Midortya had the issues he did, okay maybe not entirely, but Shouto more than anyone knew 
what years of abuse at the hands of someone else can do to one’s psyche. A little flare of rage 
flickered in Shouto’s chest. 


“Hmm, someone's upset.” Shouto said, just loud enough for Bakugo to hear. He didn't really 
care. Bakugo was a jerk, but not actually that scary. He did want to be a hero after all, there 
had to be some part that restrained him. Plus Shouto had a feeling that if he had to he could 
kick Bakugo’s ass, he wasn't worried he’d be blown to pieces. 


Bakugo turned around, fists clenched by his sides. 


“Fuck off! You’re almost as bad as fucking Deku. Go back to crying about your daddy issues, 
Two Face!” He snarled. 


Neither Midoriya nor Shouto said anything. 


Bakugo scoffed and left the gym, stomping his way out. Kirishima lingered, face contorted 
into a slight frown as if to say “I’m sorry, though I have no idea what any of that meant’, but 
followed Bakugo without a word, leaving them alone. 


Shouto’s temperature started to plummet, making the air grow cold and thick. The silence 
was palpable. The fact that Bakugo would tread into making fun of his past was disrespectful, 
Shouto had his own feelings on his life, ones too complicated to explain in their entirety. He 
didn't need Bakugo’s commentary. 


Midoriya put a hand on Shouto’s shoulder in an apologetic gesture, keeping it there despite a 
lick of frost that had formed on Shouto’s skin. 


“T’m sorry Kacchan said that, I don’t even know how he knew something like that.” 


Hearing that nickname made Shouto bristle. He brushed Midortya’s hand away, earning him a 
semi-hurt look as Midortya let his hand fall to his side. 


“Why do you call him that? He’s hardly your friend.” At this point it was probably just habit 
that Midoriya used that name, but Shouto wasn't concerned with that. 


Midortya looked at his feet, “I’ve known him for so long. It’s complicated.” 
“Tt really isn’t.” Shouto briefly regretted saying this, but continued, “He’s a bully.” 


Maybe this wasn't his place. Sure, he wanted to look out for Midoriya’s well-being, but 
telling him who to call his friend or not might be crossing a line. It’s not like he had known 
Bakugo since childhood, but he did know what a bully looked like, to put it in simple terms. 


“He’s not always like that.” Midoriya had such high faith in everyone it was hard to deny 
him, but Shouto was going to do just that. He knew that phrase well, he’d even used it 
himself before. It was denial. 


“T’ve never seen him not like that.” Shouto replied coldly. 
“T’ve known him longer than you.” 


Midoriya’s voice was growing tense. Clearly his pseudo friendship with Bakugo was a 
touchy subject, not that Shouto blamed him. Even still, Midoriya had long suffered at the 
hands of his childhood bully, and he deserved better than to think that somehow, someway, he 
deserved that treatment or that he should endure it for any reason. 


“And why does that matter? He deliberately hurts you.” 
Midoriya frowned, “I don't have to hate him. And it's not important anyway.” 


Shouto looked away from Midoriya’s intense gaze, feeling small all of the sudden. That look 
in his eyes was one of hurt, the damaging side effects of exposing your heart to someone who 
will trample it every time. 


“I’m not saying you have to hate him, I just don't get why you’d want to be around him.” 
This conversation was starting to tread into a familiar territory that made Shouto feel a little 
uneasy. 


“T could say the same to you about—” Midoriya cut himself off, but Shouto knew exactly 
what he was about to say. 


“About what, Midoriya?” he challenged Midoriya to answer, eyes locked on him. The 
temperature around them had dropped low enough that even Midoriya was starting to shiver. 
Shouto felt more frost creeping across his skin, some had even started to collect on his hair 
and eyelashes. 


Midoriya looked away, “Look, I know you’re upset—” 
“Honestly I’m more upset that you think Bakugo deserves any of your friendship.” 


Deserves. Because Midoriya’s friendship and trust is a privilege. Sure, Midoriya would put 
himself into danger for anyone, but his friendship was a certain kind of special that isn’t rare, 
no, but it is valuable. 


Midoriya looked Shouto directly in the eyes, his lips drawn in a frown, “I don't think it’s your 
call to make, Todoroki.” 


Shouto wanted to say something, but couldn't figure out what. His eyes were locked on 
Midortya’s, searching them for something, that familiar spark that Shouto knew well but that 
was hidden behind tears welling up threatening to spill over at any moment. Shouto frowned, 
breaking their gaze. 


“Maybe you're right.” He said, turning on his heel to leave the gym, not looking back at 
Midoriya standing in the middle of the polished wood floor. 


They had planned to keep training too, but now wasn't the time anymore. Shouto headed to 
the locker room to grab his clothes and head back to his dorm. 


This was just like him. Midoriya latched onto people who needed help, and Bakugo was one 
big cry for help, insecure but high on his own ego. Of course he would endure any measure 
of pain for someone like that, this was Midoriya after all. Shouto turned on the shower; 
scorching hot water to help bring his temperature back up. 


In the moment the bigger pain was watching Midoriya attempt to fix Bakugo with friendship, 
no matter the emotional cost to himself. Or physical. It was awful to watch the recoil on 
Midoriya’s own well being that stemmed from Bakugo’s general awfulness. Shouto hated 
that Bakugo had any inkling of knowledge of his personal life, but he’d been doing damage 
to Midoriya for years now, and that’s where his anger lay now. 


Shouto flopped onto his bed, face down, arms folded under his head. He was unable to form a 
coherent thought, and it annoyed him that he was even feeling slightly angry over something 
that related to Bakugo. He attributed that to the stress of school. And the fact that he was 
hungry. Or that Bakugo was a little like his father, in a strange way that Shouto wasn't sure he 
could describe but nonetheless set him ill at ease. 


After no discernable amount of time, he heard a knock at his door. 


“What?” he said, rolling his head to look over his arm at the door. For all he knew it could be 
Bakugo wanting a fight, but realistically it wasn't. 


“Tt's Midoriya.” 


A brief pause. Not letting Midoriya in would probably cause more damage, and Shouto 
already hated that they fought at all. 


“Come in.” 
Midoriya opened the door, “I’m sorry.” 


Shouto wasn't looking at him, his face buried in his arms but he could hear the rustling of 
Midortya taking off his shoes and padding over to his bed. 


“Tt’s not your fault.” Shouto said. 


Midoriya was quiet other than his breathing. Shouto was tempted to look up but didn't, he 
could tell that Midoriya was pretty close, close enough to reach out and touch him. 


“T shouldn't have defended him right after he did that. He was deliberately hurtful to you and 
I defended him rather than you.” Midoriya’s voice was wavering, and Shouto finally looked 
up to see tears welling in his eyes. 


“T know that it’s a really sensitive topic for you, and I know it upsets you that I was 
defensive, but that wasn’t the right time to do that.” 


Shouto didn't say anything right away, just listening to Midoriya sniffle a little. Shouto 
marveled At just how emotionally invested in other people Midoriya gets, and how he is 
willing to feel someone’s pain for them. Though he really didn't want Midoriya feeling any 
part of much of the pain he’d had to bear. 


“I’m not mad at you.” It would take a lot for Shouto to get mad at Midoriya, and Midoriya 
acting like himself and believing in the good of everyone certainly couldn't make him mad. 
Frustrated sure, but his frustration was due to the fact that Bakugo treated Midoriya so poorly. 
He would get chewed up and spat out every single time, yet he would always offer his 
friendship anyway. It hurt to watch. 


“T was just a little frustrated. I took some of it out on you, and I shouldn't have.” 


Shouto felt a tentative hand on his back, and despite himself he sighed. His body was 
decompressing, like letting the air out of a balloon slowly. Tension draining out. 


“You okay?” Midoriya asked. 
Shouto nodded into his folded arms. Midortya let out a breath. 
“That's good.” 


They were quiet for a few moments, Shouto savoring the comforting touch on his back. 
Unfamiliar, yet it felt perfectly natural. Soothing. 


“Wanna go have dinner? It’s getting kinda late” Midortya asked, smiling gently as he wiped 
his cheek with the back of his sleeve. Shouto nodded, though he was reluctant to feel 
Midortya’s hand withdraw. 


After dinner they met up with their classmates to watch a new TV show called ‘The Quirks 
of Love’ that everyone had gotten addicted to. It was a sitcom about fictional pro heroes in a 
city, their relationships, their escapades. It was fairly obvious that some of the heroes were 
modeled after real heroes. The show itself was silly, and everyone knew that, but there was 
something about gathering around to watch TV in a group like this that Shouto enjoyed, 
though he’d never outwardly admit that to anyone besides maybe Yaoyorozu and Midoriya. 
Shouto was not used to being able to just watch TV like this, there was a lot about not living 
at home he wasn't used to, in a good way. 


The kids crowded around the TV, on the floor or piled on couches. Shouto was sandwiched 
between Midoriya and lida on one of the couches, sharing a bag of chips with them and 
Uraraka and Tsuyu who were so squished together that Uraraka was practically in Tsuyu’s 
lap. 


Bakugo shot a spiteful look at Shouto from his spot with Kaminari and Kirishima, he had 
some red spicy candy in a bag on his lap that he looked like he was unwilling to share as he 
scowled when Kirishima snuck a few pieces for himself. 


Shouto avoided Bakugo’s gaze entirely knowing that anything more could just provoke him. 
He grabbed a handful of chips and watched the show quietly. When something funny 
happened Midoriya would grab his or Uraraka’s arms, his laughter was so contagious that it 
made Shouto laugh a little too, though more like a quick exhale than an actual laugh. 


Shouto felt Bakugo’s red eyes boring into him, but he knew better than to look in his 
direction. Instead he pointedly turned his attention to trying to steal a piece of candy from a 
bag that Uraraka and Midoriya were sharing, despite their protests. 


“You gotta problem you genetic disaster?!” Bakugo yelled when a commercial break started. 
Much of the room went quiet. Shouto didn't say anything or even look over. He focused on 
whatever weird commercial was playing. 


“Bakugo he literally didn't do anything.” Kaminari said, giving Bakugo a confused look. 


“He has some nerve acting like he’s something, just like always. Fucking Two Face must 
have a death wish.” Bakugo was not as pissed as usual, but that’s not saying much. He wasn't 
going to let it drop, clearly he was wound up about something. Shouto didn't exactly care 
about the whys of Bakugo’s behavior. 


“You were the one picking a fight with Midoriya.” Shouto still didn't look his way, and his 
tone was flat. 


“Why don't you go kiss his ass some more? I’m sure he’d love that.” Bakugo sneered. 
Kirishima scowled next to him, his normally bright and cheerful expression completely 
covered. A shame really, as despite their little interaction, Shouto thought highly of 
Kirishima’s ever-present kindness. Maybe he would step in and stop Bakugo, he looked like 
maybe he wanted to. 


“Um, you made some very personal and uncalled for comments, Kacchan, I think you should 
apologize.” It was Midoriya who had broken his silence with possibly the gutsiest thing he 
could say. Not that it was surprising that Midoriya would stand up against someone who was 
wrong, but it was surprising that it was against Bakugo. A wave of calm washed over Shouto, 
relieved to have Midoriya on his side. 


“Oh so now you think you're gonna stand up for Icyhot here? That’s rich!” 
“Bakugo come on dude,” Kirishima put his hand on Bakugo’s arm, “Leave them alone.” 


Bakugo went back to looking at the TV, stuffing candy in his mouth and chewing 
aggressively. Everyone was eternally grateful to Kirishima for not only his friendship with 
Bakugo, but for his ability to have some kind of influence over him. He was like a harder, 
pun intended, version of Midoriya in many ways. 


Uraraka leaned over a little to look at Shouto, “I’m sorry Todoroki.” 


“It’s fine.” Shouto went back to eating the chips, mostly to keep himself occupied with 
something. He’d pretty much eaten the whole bag by himself at this point, feeling a bit gross 
from that on top of dinner, plus general anxiety from the day. Not that he’d let any of that 
show here. 


lida gave him an apologetic look, then shot a stern glare in Bakugo’s general direction, 
clearly a little perturbed. Shouto could only assume he was thinking of some kind of solution 
for dealing with Bakugo’s outbursts, and it couldn't have been free from personal bias, seeing 
as lida was one of Midoriya’s closest friends. 


Shouto knew that Bakugo wouldn't apologize any time soon, if ever. As far as he knew, 
Bakugo still hadn’t apologized for the comment he made to Midoriya about jumping off a 
building. When Shouto was told about that incident from middle school he was absolutely 
horrified. It made up a good chunk of his resentment to Bakugo. 


“Hey did you eat all the chips?” Midoriya asked, instantly lightening the mood. The bag 
crinkled as he reached in, only to get crumbs. Shouto shrugged, “Sorry.” 


“T always thought I was the bottomless pit!” he was laughing, leaning on Shouto. This kind of 
close contact made Shouto feel pleasantly calm. He wanted to lean back, but he was actually 
feeling a little embarrassed. 


The show came back on, but Shouto wasn't really focused on that. Midoriya was teasing him 
about the chips and something deep down sparked inside of his chest. He wasn't in the mood 
to poke back but was smiling nonetheless until Tsuyu told Midoriya to be quiet so she could 
hear what was happening on TV. And even then he felt warm, elated even for some reason, 
though he was still feeling a bit sick but that didn't really matter. What did matter was 
Midoriya standing up for him, against Bakugo of all people, That was worth something. 


Chapter 3 


Shouto was sitting on his bed, all of his books and study materials scattered around the pale 
blue plaid of his comforter in an attempt to get something done, but he’d stopped and was 
drifting off thinking about Midoriya, who’d been on his mind a lot recently. This was a fact 
that Shouto did his best to not completely acknowledge. They did spend a lot of time together 
and as someone with few friends, it made sense to him that he’d think about the person he 
spent the most time with. Though he spent a lot of time with Yaoyorozu too, and he didn't 
really think about her as much. He didn't have an excuse for that. 


Yaoyorozu sat across from him, cross-legged with her book on her lap. She’d come by to talk 
about schoolwork, and Jirou. It seemed to be their usual topic of conversation, not that 
Shouto minded. As the hours ticked on and evening became night he began to feel drowsy, 
and in his sleepiness Midoriya was back on his mind. Bakugo hadn’t bothered them in a 
week, and it seemed to have maybe made Midortya feel better, if only subconsciously. That 
certainly made Shouto feel better. 


Shouto sighed, tapping his pen on his hand absently. 
Yaoyorozu looked up from her book, “You’re really lost in thought, everything okay?” 
Shouto snapped from his headspace, “Yeah, I think I’m just getting tired.” 


“T’ll take my leave then,” Yaoyorozu stood up, book under her arm, “See you tomorrow, 
Todoroki.” 


“Yeah, goodnight.” Shouto closed the door behind her, then went to clear the study materials 
off his bed. He ended up drifting off to sleep not much later than that. 


In the early morning, Shouto woke up in a cold sweat. A few tears had run down his face, 
freezing into a thin ice on his right cheek. Staring into the gloom of his bedroom, he expected 
to see flames, that was the most common, and sometimes he couldn't tell if he was still in the 
dream or not. That was the scariest part. He wiped some sweat that had turned to frost off his 
forehead, cold breaths rushing out of his mouth in wisps. He needed to get out of the room 
for a bit. 


For a while now Shouto struggled with strange dreams, he called them nightmares but he 
wasn't convinced that’s what they actually were. Usually he couldn't really remember those 
dreams save for choice details and the feeling of dread they filled him with. He’d always 
wake up anxious, often shivering with cold as a way to combat the oppressive flames he 
often saw. 


He grabbed a blanket, wrapping it around himself as he walked down to the kitchen, trying 
his best to stay as quiet as possible. His heart was still pounding and he was a little shaky, like 
his legs hadn’t quite figured out how to function. In the kitchen, he went to the fridge and 


rummaged around until he found a bag of shredded cheese that was leftover from an Italian- 
style meal some of his classmates had cooked. 


He stood in front of the fridge, blanket draped over him in his t-shirt and blue and white 
striped pajama pants, eating shredded cheese straight out of the bag in the dim light of the 
kitchen. It was dumb, he knew that, but it was better than lying in bed at the moment. 


Outside was dark, the black silhouettes of buildings against the faded, starless dark blue of 
the sky. Shouto watched the few lights out there blink from the tops of buildings. He just 
wanted to go back to sleep, his eyes felt heavy with fatigue, but his body was wide-awake 
now and still freezing cold, and he was too frazzled to try and regulate his temperature. For a 
brief moment, the thought of going and waking Midoriya up crossed his mind, but that would 
be horribly rude. And even then, what would he say? Hey sorry to wake you at 3AM, I just 
wanted to talk to you for no particular reason? 


Shouto’s tired thoughts drifted to Midoriya again, not about anything specific, just the 
concept of Midoriya himself. He’d want Shouto to push through this. He remembered 
Midoriya shouting at him not to lose against Bakugo at the sports festival. After being 
defeated no less. 


Shouto sighed. Just thinking of Midoriya started to bring him to a calmer mindset though he 
wasn't exactly sure why. Midoriya himself was just a calming presence in his life, the one 
person he could rely on, that he trusted enough to rely on. Other than his sister maybe. 


There was a sound from the common room, Shouto jumped a little and turned around, cheese 
still in hand. It was Midortya of all people, in red, yellow and blue All Might pajamas, hair 
even messier than usual, standing in the kitchen doorway. His eyes were bleary with sleep, 
but he was also looking at Shouto with concern. 


“Todoroki?” he asked, “What are you doing up? It’s like 3 AM.” 


“T could ask you the same thing.” Shouto wasn't trying to be cheeky, he really was wondering 
how, out of all the people who could come down here and find him like this, that it happened 
to be Midortya. 


“Just getting some water.” Midoriya said, yawning. He grabbed a glass and filled it with tap 
water. Shouto stood there, still holding the bag of cheese. The one dim kitchen light that he’d 
switched on lit Midoriya’s face and Shouto noticed a faint trail of drool from the corner of 
Midoriya’s mouth that he was clearly too sleepy to notice. He imagined Midoriya’s sleeping 
face, how peaceful he would look as he probably dreamt of fighting alongside All Might. 
Cute. Shouto felt a flutter in his stomach. 


“Are you okay?” Midoriya asked, turning to face him. Shouto hadn't realized that he was 
staring. 


“Yeah” Shouto had to force himself to answer. 


“Eating shredded cheese at 3AM makes me think otherwise, but if you say so.” His tone was 
mostly concerned, but playful, “Though I guess that is a kinda Todoroki-ish thing to do...” 


Shouto shrugged, too tired to come up with a snarky comeback to that. He put the cheese 
back in the fridge. 


Midoriya took a long sip of water. “So why are you up?” He wasn't going to let it go. 


Shouto paused. “I woke up from a bad dream. Couldn't get back to sleep and just needed to 
be out of my room for a while.” Vague enough. 


“And the cheese?” 


Shouto turned toward the window, drawing the blanket around his shoulders in a little, “I 
guess I wanted something to do mindlessly, and food is comforting.” 


Midoriya chuckled. After a moment he added, “Sorry about the bad dream. Do you want to 
talk about it?” 


“Thanks, but it’s okay,” Shouto said, “It happens a lot. I’m sure I need therapy.” He didn't say 
this to self-deprecate, but it might’ve come off that way. 


“Todoroki, I want to help.” Midoriya had set his glass down and stood facing Shouto, 
expression pleading a little. There was something about how his eyes searched Shouto’s face, 
like he was trying to grasp at something through the bleary haze of exhaustion, but then 
Midoriya yawned, rubbing a tear out of his eye with the back of his hand. . Shouto’s neutral 
expression cracked for a moment. He looked out the window again to avoid Midoriya’s eyes. 


Midoriya stepped forward, causing an instinctive reaction in Shouto that made him tense up, 
unable to make any sense of what could be happening. Without a word, Midoriya wrapped 
his arms around Shouto’s torso and squeezed him tight. Shouto stood there for a moment, 
frantically trying to process what was happening, arms awkward by his sides, heart pounding, 
before finally wrapping his arms loosely around Midortya’s shoulders. He was warm, and his 
fluffy, wild hair tickled Shouto’s nose. Shouto’s breathing slowly synched with Midoriya’s 
breathing, calm and comforting against his body. He was all too aware of how firmly 
Midoriya was pressing his hands against his back, how soft his t-shirt fabric felt against 
Shouto's own fingertips, and most interestingly, how nice he seemed to smell. 


“T know I can't do much, but hopefully this helps.” Midoriya said after eons of silence. 
Shouto opened his eyes. He’d been lost for a moment it seemed, drifting in the comfort of 
Midoriya’s embrace, like nothing else existed. Midoriya had hugged him maybe once or 
twice before, but not like this. This was on another level, and Shouto wasn't sure what to 
make of it. 


“This does help, thank you.” He said quietly. Midortya pulled away, a smile on his face. The 
sense of ease left Shouto’s chest when he was completely out of Midoriya’s embrace. 


“When and if you want to talk, I’m here.” His tone almost seemed to beg, please open up to 
me , “We are friends, and I care about you. I know maybe you don't want me in your 
business, but I want to help.” 


This was almost enough to convince him, but weighing Midoriya down with more of his 
issues made him uneasy, especially when they both should go back to bed. He didn't say 
anything. Midoriya was looking at him in earnest, his smile almost sad but eyes bright even 
in the low light. They were standing across from each other, close enough to reach out and 
touch the other. Shouto considered that for a moment. He wanted to be back in that embrace. 


“You going back to sleep?” Midoriya asked after this moment of quiet. 


“Yeah.” Shouto hadn’t really thought about how tired he was, and how tired he would be in 
the morning. Midoriya pulled him into another hug, as if knowing that this is what he wanted. 
This time Shouto rested his forehead on Midortya’s shoulder, sighing and letting his weight 
rest on him for a moment. Shouto didn't want to let go. 


“Goodnight. Remember I’m always here to listen.” Midortya’s voice was soft. Shouto made a 
noise of affirmation into Midoriya’s shoulder, gripping the fabric of his pajamas before 
relinquishing his hold and the hug. His blanket had fallen off, he hadn’t even noticed as he 
went to pick it up and wrap it around himself once again, like he was trying to replace the 
feeling of that hug. It wasn't the same. 


They walked their separate ways to their own rooms. Shouto pondered the thought that if he 
had just stayed in that hug for much longer, he could have easily fallen asleep with how 
comfortable Midoriya's arms seemed. But he settled for his own bed. He pulled the covers up, 
but his brain wouldn't let him fully relax. Sure, he felt like he could just slip into a deep sleep 
but his mind was running with a thought that he was feeling something he refused to 
acknowledge. Midoriya was his first real friend, so he could write all these feelings off as just 
being inexperienced as a friend. That’s what Shouto told himself, since admitting to the other 
possibility was something he wasn't ready for yet. He’s just a friend, he’s just a close friend, 
Shouto told himself. He lay awake for a while, thinking of how lucky he was to have such a 
good best friend . 


In class the next morning, Shouto was exhausted. The bell hadn’t even sounded yet, so 
Aizawa wasn't even in the classroom. He sat at his desk, his coffee thermos- a gift from 
Yaoyorozu- between his hands, studying the little snowflakes and snowmen over a pale blue 
plaid, the little bits of silver glitter catching the light. After the night before, he’d only been 
able to think about how comfortable he was with Midoriya, how he felt at ease with him. 
Comfort, protection, he wasn't sure why he felt either of these things, perhaps this was the 
feeling that Midoriya gave everyone. That idea simultaneously comforted Shouto more, but 
also scared him. 


Nearby, gathered at Midorya’s desk, Midoriya, Uraraka, Iida and Tsuyu were having an 
intense conversation about something, intense in the sense that the topic wasn't serious, but 
was being discussed as such. Shouto had a good view of Midoriya’s profile, he could watch 
his freckled cheeks squish up when he smiled and his nose crinkle when he laughed. It was 
stupidly adorable, and he must have been staring because Uraraka tapped Midoriya on the 
shoulder, said something to him, and he looked at Shouto, gesturing for him to join. Shouto 
stood up, grabbing his coffee and walking over. 


“Hey Todoroki,” Uraraka greeted him. She and Midortiya were still giggling about something. 
They tended to feed off each other’s energy, emotion for emotion. Shouto often wondered 
about the nature of their relationship. 


“Good morning.” lida added, ever the proper one. He looked the most put together of the 
bunch this morning, every hair in place, glasses polished, uniform pressed and wrinkle-free. 
Shouto was aware that he had dark circles under his eyes and his hair wasn't parted properly 
so several strands of red and white lay on the wrong sides of his head. He'd been too sleepy 
this morning to care. 


“Morning.” Shouto replied, taking a sip of coffee. 


Midoriya rocked on his feet, his hair bobbing up and down with his movement. Even for 
before 8AM he was in such a pleasant mood. 


“What are you drinking?” Midoriya asked. 

Shouto looked down at the thermos in his hands, “Coffee.” 
“Do you drink it black?” 

“No, it’s got sugar in it.” 


“T can’t really drink coffee. It’s just too bitter.” Midoriya was looking at him in earnest, an 
unfamiliar spark in his eye that still Shouto couldn't place. 


Uraraka joined in, “Yeah it’s gross. Tea is much better.” 


“As expected from someone who has ‘tea’ in their name.” Tsuyu said. She was a joy to be 
around, in Shouto’s opinion, blunt in a funny way and genuinely kind. In a way she was like 
Fuyumi, and Shouto suspected that she must be an older sister. 


Uraraka and Midoriya laughed again, this time something about coffee being ground dirt. 
Shouto could get used to this, chatting with friends about the most mundane things possible. 
Most people wore him out and he needed to take a break from them, lest he burn out, often 
even then he found himself lethargic after periods of social interaction. In times like this, 
especially with Midoriya, who never seemed to drain him as others did, he really felt 
peaceful. 


“Hey nerds.” It was Kaminari who joined the little group. He was looking at Uraraka and 
Midoriya, who were clinging to each other laughing, “Just wanted to check in on the love 
nest over here.” 


“Love nest?” lida asked, “That hardly sounds like something that should happen in a 
classroom.” 


lida may have seemed clueless, but Shouto was certainly not. He was well aware of who and 
what Kaminari could possibly be referring to. 


“Well you should tell Uraraka and Deku then.” Kaminari’s tone was all but serious, “Since 
they’re just loving it up right now.” 


The two stared at Kaminari, both turning bright red and frantically detangling themselves 
from each other. Uraraka had turned away with her face in her hands to Tsuyu while 
Midoriya waved his arms in protest, stammering out that no it wasn't like that and lida 
scolded Kaminari with a ‘that’s inappropriate to insinuate’. Uraraka and Midortya, with their 
expressive tendencies seemed to be unaware of the fact that a reaction like this didn't make it 
look like they didn't like each other like that. In fact even without their reactions, they both 
gave the indication that it was in fact, like that. 


Shouto’s coffee started to freeze solid. He had been holding his thermos in his right hand, 
which was a mistake. Midoriya was so flustered, there was really only one real explanation, 
and the thought of it sent a deep sinking feeling into the pit of Shouto’s stomach. 


“Hey, does it feel colder in here, ribbit?” Tsuyu asked, placing a finger to her chin. 
Shouto blinked, but he managed to keep his expression as neutral as possible. 


“Dude, your coffee is frozen.” Kaminari said, looking at Shouto with mild concern. The 
thermos in Shouto’s hand was covered in a layer of frost, the cold emanating from his right 
side enough that he could feel the air temperature drop next to him. 


lida raised an eyebrow, Uraraka and Tsuyu both tilted their heads, and Midoriya looked at 
him, eyes wide with concern. 


“Todoroki?” Midoriya was on his left side, seemingly unfazed by the cold. 


More than anything Shouto was surprised that he let his quirk manifest like that. Control 
wasn't something he was prone to losing after the years he’d had to learn it. 


“Sorry,” he said. He started to try and reverse the cold, though he was having a little trouble 
maintaining it. Luckily, it was only a small area around him that had been affected by the 
sudden drop in temperature, and by then Aizawa had shown up and everyone was going to 
their seats. 


lida leaned over, ““Todoroki, I shouldn't have to tell you this, but don't use your quirk in here 
please.” He kept his tone low, but Shouto still had to try and not outwardly wince in 
embarrassment. 


Once the classroom settled down, everything went back to normal. Shouto adapted, 
appearing normal as well but his mind had taken to a million different directions. Kaminari’s 
comment swam in the murky water of his mind along with every other thought that had 
decided to surface. 


It wasn't exactly a surprise, it meant he wasn't the only one who thought Midoriya and 
Uraraka felt some type of way for each other. That meant that it was more likely to be true. 
He’d suspected it for a while, but he never really thought about it like this. It’s not something 
he and Midoriya ever talked about. 


Shouto’s stomach twisted up and suddenly he regretted the coffee, as it was mixing with his 
anxiety to make him even more jittery and out of sorts. He spent the rest of class trying his 
best to maintain complete composure. 


Outside the main building, he sat on one of the benches that lined the lawn, skipping lunch 
entirely. He wasn't hungry anyway. 


He was having trouble keeping Midoriya off his mind. And that joke from Kaminari. 
Certainly he would know if Midoriya were dating Uraraka, they were best friends at some 
point Midoritya would tell him. 


This was absurd. He and Midortya are friends, and it’s overstepping his boundaries to get 
bent out of shape over the idea of his friend dating someone. Hell, he knew they weren’t 
dating and he was assuming their feelings based on a joke from Kaminari of all people. And 
some other evidence, he supposed. Shouto felt incredibly stupid. Hopefully nobody here had 
a mind reading quirk. 


What scared him was a twinge of possessiveness inching up the back of his neck, telling him 
to be jealous even though he had no reason to feel that way. His best friend wasn't just going 
to desert him because he likes a girl. 


Oh, but what if he did, the thought slithered into Shouto’s mind, and what if it was his own 
fault for trying to be clingy? Midortya would never drop friends while preoccupied with a 
crush, but he certainly wouldn't want the friendship of someone who was possessive. Why 
would anyone? It wasn't Shouto’s business who Midoriya had a crush on. Why should he care 
other than to be a supportive good friend? 


“Todoroki?” Yaoyorozu sat down next to him, her bento lunch on her lap, “Is everything 
okay?” 


“Sure.” He replied. Seeing her lunch made him regret not getting anything, though he felt like 
that awkward mix of hungry but also slightly sick so that no food sounded good. Yaoyorozu 
continued talking. 


“Are you sure everything is fine? You don’t seem to be acting like yourself. And you have 
some frost on your cheek.” 


Cursing internally, he brushed the frost away with the back of his sleeve. Shouto wasn't really 
happy about this outward display of his quirk that seemed to want to betray him. It’s not like 
he tried to do it. 


“T’ve just been anxious.” He said, not actually lying. Yaoyorozu’s lips were pulled to the side 
in a sort of contemplative look. 


“Tt’s not...?” she didn't have to finish the sentence for him to know what she was asking. His 
family? His father? She and Midoriya were the only ones in class he’d ever told. 


“No, it’s not my dad. I haven’t seen him since moving to the dorms. That’s been the best 
part.” He relished in the feeling of being able to relax in his own room, without fear that 


Endeavor was on the other side of any of those walls. No strict diet plans or training 
schedules either. 


Yaoyorozu smiled, “That’s a relief at least.” 


For a moment he thought about going into a little more detail, but decided against it. 
Yaoyorozu didn't need such heavy information right now. He wanted to change the subject. 


“Where is Jirou?” 
She tensed a little, but then she gave Shouto a playful smile. 
“Don't change the subject! You can't fool me.” 


She was right. Since becoming friends she had the uncanny ability to read Shouto fairly well. 
At least she could tell when he wasn't acting like himself, but then again he wasn't as sneaky 
as he liked to think he was. Yaoyorozu fidgeted with a tiny nesting doll squeeze toy she’d 
made. Most of the people in class had one, she custom made them for everyone. 


“T won’t push you.” She said after a few moments of silence. “But I know something’s 
wrong.” 


Shouto stared straight ahead, across the lawn, “It’s just anxiety.” 


Yaoyorozu didn't looked convinced, but she didn't push the issue as promised. That wasn’t 
her style, and Shouto was always grateful for that. They sat in silence after, punctuated only 
by a few comments and Yaoyorozu asking if he wanted any of her lunch. 


Shouto couldn't get comfortable with silence now, so he just stewed in his own thoughts, 
unable to make much of any of them. He wondered if he should ask Yaoyorozu what to do 
about the Midoriya situation, she would listen and probably be helpful and most importantly 
she wouldn’t tell anyone. Be that as it may, talking to her would lay some feelings out that 
Shouto wasn’t sure he was ready to discuss. Or that he even felt he could discuss. 


Chapter 4 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Shouto gave Midortya distance for the next few days. They still talked, but Shouto kept him 
at arm’s length, offering little more than responses to his questions. It wasn't about Midoriya, 
and it wasn't about Uraraka either. No, Shouto was doing this for himself. He needed to let 
Midortya be, let him and Uraraka work out their feelings without his interference. Being 
needy would undoubtedly ruin their friendship, and this was the best way about making sure 
that didn't happen. So he thought. 


At lunch he didn't sit next to Midoriya, instead taking a spot on the other side of Iida so that 
he was a seat away. He was much quieter than usual, withdrawing into scrolling Twitter on 
his phone. Midoriya would lean forward to get a look at Shouto, sometimes trying to engage 
him in the conversation. 


“What'd you think of All Might’s lesson, Todoroki?” 


“Okay.” Shouto gave a clipped, noncommittal answer, as he had to most other things 
Midoriya had asked him today. 


Midortya went back to talking to lida and Uraraka with an uneasy shrug. He stole one last 
glance at Shouto, but left him alone. It hurt but Shouto couldn’t shake the feeling that it could 
be worse, and the worse is what kept him from reaching out again. 


Otherwise, Shouto was either in class, training alone, or in his room. Sometimes he would 
spend time with Yaoyorozu and Jirou, but even then they asked questions and he would have 
to deflect them. After days of this, the situation depressed him enough that after a good few 
hours in his room after school, he left to get some fresh air. A little part of him hoped to see 
Midoriya, just because. 


That was the thing that drove Shouto crazy, the fact that when he wasn't with Midortya, he 
just thought about when he’d see him next, and when Midoriya was within sight he would 
always know and be drawn to look at him. Friends didn't normally feel that way, or maybe 
they did. Shouto wasn't really sure but made him feel better to think that they did. He walked 
away from the dorm building aimlessly, hands in his pockets. 


“Todoroki!” Uraraka waved, trying to get his attention. She, lida, Tsuyu and Midoriya were 
hanging out near the edge of campus, sitting on the grass eating snacks. It was after classes 
and the weather was warm and pleasant so there were many groups of students out studying 
in the sunshine. The group was laughing and talking as usual. Shouto hesitated before joining 
them. 


“Hey, Todoroki.” Tsuyu greeted him, “You’re alive after all, ribbit.” 


“You must be busy with schoolwork, I commend your dedication! Makes me feel like I 
should be working that hard too.” Iida said, his hands up in their usual way that Uraraka 
affectionately dubbed “choppy hands”. It was cute, and Shouto always appreciated lida’s 
earnest attitude. He always thought the best in everyone, maybe even naively, but not in a 
detrimental way. 


“T’ve just been stressed.” Shouto said. He sat down next to Midoriya, hands clasped in his 
lap. He couldn't help himself. 


Midoriya was weirdly quiet now. The others looked from him to Shouto, concern written in 
varying degrees on each of their faces.. He turned his head to look at Midoriya, for a second 
seeing the flicker of his eyes snapping away from him. 


“Guys, guys!” Uraraka got the group’s attention, “What if we had some kind of party or 
movie night thing sometime? We all need to unwind.” 


She glanced over at Midoriya, who looked up to give her a dull smile, like the wattage had 
been turned down. Shouto felt a little stab like a shard of ice in his chest, he turned his head 
away. 


lida started offering his objections to such a party, with Uraraka and Tsuyu arguing for it. 
Midoriya turned to Shouto, finally meeting his eyes. 


“You okay?” he asked, voice a little curt, tense. Un-Midortya like, at least in a relaxed 
situation like this. 


“Yeah.” Shouto didn't want to look at him. Midoriya drew his legs to his chest, resting his 
chin on his knees and looking at the ground. He picked a blade of grass and studied it, pulling 
it apart with his nails. 


“You've been a little distant.” Midoriya’s voice was low, quiet, barely reaching Shouto over 
the chaos from the others, “More so than usual.” 


Shouto inspected his left hand, picking at the edge of a bandage he had on his wrist. He 
wasn't sure what to say: yes, because I just need to be away from everyone for a while. 
Especially you. Because my feelings scare me. 


When he finally did respond he did so without looking up from his wrist, “It’s just... personal 
stuff.” 


Midoriya kept his eyes on Shouto’s, only wavering a little bit. Then he stood up, and gestured 
for Shouto to follow. For a moment, Shouto considered whether he ought to, but something in 
the back of his mind told him he should. He stood up, following Midoriya until they were out 
of earshot from the others. 


“What kind of personal stuff?” Midoriya turned his body to face Shouto, “I’ve been worried.” 


Shouto didn't even think about what he said next, “It’s not important.” 


“Yes it is!” Midoriya was getting riled up now, raising his voice as he kept talking, ““What’s 
going on with you is important! I won't force you to tell me, but don't think that you aren’t 
important enough to talk about.” 


Shouto’s chest prickled, and he bit the inside of his cheek. He thought for a moment about 
what to say. He couldn't outright say that he thought Midoriya and Uraraka were into each 
other and that made up upset for reasons he couldn't explain and it distressed him to be upset 
which made him more upset in a vicious cycle of feelings . 


lida, Uraraka and Tsuyu looked in their direction quizzically. Shouto only managed to avoid 
Tsuyu and Uraraka’s eyes, but when he looked at Iida he was met with a stern eyebrow raise, 
and Shouto quickly looked away. 


“Todoroki, why can’t you tell me?” Midoriya asked, his voice wavering just a little, “Is it 
really so bad?” 


Shouto still said nothing. He had nothing to say. At least not something that Midoriya would 
want to hear. That he should hear. All of it was too embarrassing, stupid, ugly to be anywhere 
but in Shouto’s head. 


“Todoroki? 
“It’s none of your business, okay?” Shouto snapped, instantly regretting it. 


Midortya’s face crumpled, and he stuffed his hands into the pockets of his hoodie, tears 
starting to well up in his eyes, “Fine.” 


Seeing Midoriya’s face like that, wounded by something he had said made Shouto even more 
upset. A little too quickly, Shouto turned around so Midoriya couldn’t see his face and started 
to walk away. Midoriya didn't deserve any of this, Shouto was well aware of that, and the 
guilt of acting like this was a little too much to deal with at the moment. He walked back to 
the dorms leaving Uraraka, lida and Tsuyu to worriedly ask Midoriya about what had just 
happened. 


Shouto went to his room and flopped down into his bed, as he often did when he was upset. 
He lay face down until it hurt a little before flipping onto his back, staring at the ceiling. 
There had to be a better way to use his time. Maybe now would be a good time to study, he’d 
wasted at least forty minutes, but his brain wasn't going to focus on anything. No, he was 
going to think about Midoriya, as usual these days. He shouldn't have snapped at him, 
Midoriya was only being nice, as he was to everyone. Shouto sighed. Why was he unable to 
process emotions like a normal person? Why not just ask Midoriya, his best friend, if he liked 
a girl? Friends do that. 


But Shouto didn't want to hear the answer. 


A few more days passed and they had stopped talking altogether. Midoriya wasn’t speaking 
to him, but Shouto didn't ignore him, at least not actively. In fact he was very aware of 


Midoriya looking at him from across a room sometimes he would look back and consider 
doing something, something more than just look away but he never did. He ate lunch by 
himself, or with Yaoyorozu and Jirou but he mostly just listened to them chat. Midoriya was 
less active than usual on all social media accounts, with a depressing lack of All Might 
memes or even his usual personal posts that would always make Shouto smile to see. 
Sometimes Shouto would catch Midoriya laughing with Uraraka or Kirishima, just like he 
always did, but he’d quickly go somber once he noticed Shouto could see him. 


At this point guilt had settled in as a knot in Shouto’s chest. This wasn't at all what he had in 
mind, but to be honest he wasn't sure what he had in mind in the first place. Certainly not 
pushing Midoriya away to the point where they weren’t even talking anymore, what kind of 
friend was he for doing that? He knew he needed to say something, to apologize as this was, 
and he could fully admit this, completely his fault. 


Shouto stood in the dorm kitchen, stirring a pot of soba noodles. He had gone and bought 
himself his favorite dish as a way to feel better, hoping that would soothe his nerves. Typical, 
seeking comfort in anything but in another person, especially food. Shouto sometimes had to 
roll his eyes at himself. Today he planned on finding Midortya, sitting him down and 
formally apologizing. Like a good friend ought to. Though a good friend wouldn’t have done 
this anyway. 


He poured the noodles into cold water, and he heard a shuffle from the other side of the 
kitchen. Yaoyorozu. 


“Hi Todoroki.” She was looking unusually casual, long hair down and wearing a simple t- 
shirt dress and leggings, somewhat more disheveled than she would normally allow herself to 
look in front of others. 


“Hey.” 
Yaoyorozu leaned over the counter, “Soba?” 
Shouto nodded. Yaoyorozu played with a strand of hair. 


“You're acting more melancholy than usual. Well actually more like how you used to act at 
the beginning of our first year. You okay?” 


People sure like asking if he was okay lately. It made Shouto uneasy that he was so acting so 
noticeably off, even if those noticing are the people he considers himself close to. Shouto 
made some ice with his palm and added it to the noodles, making sure they would be 
sufficiently cold. He avoided Yaoyorozu’s eyes, as she was looking at him like she wanted to 
say something else, but clearly she was holding back. She often would confide in him, 
considering that he would never tell anyone. 


“T’m okay... I suppose.” Shouto wasn't really inclined to tell her anything, mostly because he 
didn't know what there was to tell. 


“T understand. I've also been feeling out of sorts recently.” Yaoyorozu said, “Not that I want 
to push my problems onto you.” 


“No go ahead.” Shouto would rather hear about hers than dwell on his. 

“Okay,” Yaoyorozu sighed, “I just... hold on why don't I let you get your food?” 
Shouto drained the noodles and put them in a bowl. 

“You want any?” 

“Sure” 


Yaoyorozu leaned with her back against the counter, watching Shouto put the noodles on 
plates with the dipping sauce. They sat at the table, eating quietly for a moment. Often they 
had Jirou with them as the life of the group, but with the two of them they could slip into 
calm silence and just exist. It wasn't the same as with Midoriya, not at all, but it wasn't lesser 
because of that. Shouto just enjoyed the fact that he had friends. 


“T guess...” Yaoyorozu broke the silence, “I’m sort of in shock really. I think Kyoka said she 
liked me but I didn't believe her, I thought she was joking. It wasn't some huge confession, 
just an offhand, ‘I like you’ statement, how do I even know that’s real?” 


She sounded upset, clearly she’d been thinking about it a lot. It was funny seeing Yaoyorozu 
with a crush, she was still level headed and logical as ever outwardly, even Shouto didn't 
notice until she had outright told him one day. Then she often would text him things like “she 
smiled at me! Help!!” so it became a regular topic of conversation for them. 


“T doubt she was joking,” Shouto said. It seemed very Jirou-like to just casually admit 
something like that. She wasn’t one for formalities like Yaoyorozu was. 


“Or she was testing me, to see if I responded well.” Yaoyorozu’s expression filled with panic, 
“What if I messed this up by thinking it was a joke?” 


Shouto looked at her, expression soft but neutral. He had no idea how to deal with this kind 
of situation. How do you comfort someone with something like this? 


“Tf that were the case, she must like you. Otherwise why test to see if you like her? Seems 
conclusive to me.” Shouto knew logic was the best comfort for her, that’s one thing they 
could count on as having in common, though he wondered if romantic issues could even be 
approached logically. He could certainly try. 


And it seemed to work, as Yaoyorozu relaxed a little, leaning back in her seat. 


“You have a point.” She picked up her chopsticks again, smiling a little. Shouto afforded a 
small smile back. They ate for a moment, before he uncharacteristically broke the silence. 


“How’d you know you liked Jirou?” He picked up some noodles, looking at them like they’d 
tell him the answer. “Crushes seem like something that people just know they have, and I’m 
convinced that it’s a conspiracy.” 


Yaoyorozu leaned her elbow on the table, chopsticks in hand, she looked up at the ceiling, as 
if looking at something far away, “Honestly? I just realized one day that what I felt for her 


was stronger than friendship, that I was thinking about her a lot and talking about her a lot 
and I just couldn't explain it any other way. I don't know, she just makes me happy.” 


Shouto nodded, unsure of what he could say. He felt an odd sense of familiarity in what she 
said. 


“So with that,” Yaoyorozu concluded, “I knew that must be the case. But it’s complicated to 
deal with, especially since other people’s feelings are involved other than your own.” 


She set her chopsticks down, perfectly centered on her dish. As one would expect, her 
manners were always perfect. 


Shouto paused, “I don't really have advice on talking to her. If that’s what you are looking 
for.” 


“T know that!” Yaoyorozu laughed, then she rested her chin in her hands, “Why do you ask 
anyway? Do you have feelings for anyone?” 


Did he? Shouto pushed the answer that popped into his head out. No, he was just curious. 
“I’m not sure.” 


Yaoyorozu looked at him as if she was trying to decipher a code. And if there was one thing 
she was good at, it was solving things. Something must have clicked, as her eyes lit up for a 
split second before she started talking again. 


“T’ve been trying not to pry, but I have a question.” she folded her hands on the table in front 
of her, leaning forward slightly. 


“What happened with you and Midoriya? You two are usually inseparable.” 


Midoriya’s name pierced through Shouto’s chest like it were a knife. He’d already had his 
name on his mind, but when hadn’t he these days. Clearly the distance between them hadn’t 
been so subtle, though Yaoyorozu’s specialty was picking up on subtlety so maybe it wasn't a 
surprise. He couldn't keep dodging this, and she’d finally asked him up front after hinting for 
a while. Shouto sighed. 


“T wanted some space, and I wasn't very nice about it. I don't know why. I guess I could’ ve 
gone about it in a better way. I was overwhelmed.” 


“People wear you out.” Yaoyorozu said, “I understand. But he clearly misses you, and you 
clearly miss him. You should go talk to him; he needs his best friend.” 


“How do you know that?” Shouto asked, his tone neutral as opposed to inquisitive. A part of 
Shouto liked the idea that Midoriya would miss him, but he certainly would never let 
Yaoyorozu know that. 


“For one thing, he’s always looking at you like he wants to say something, and since you two 
stopped hanging out he’s looked a little sad, which is just not like him.” 


Shouto’s chest tightened. What was even the point of pushing Midoriya away? He wasn't 
sure, considering that if anyone were to be gentle with his emotions, it would be Midortya. 
And here Shouto was making the most kind hearted person he'd ever met sad. That's almost 
criminal. He kicked himself for being a lousy friend. 


“You know, I think he really likes you.” Yaoyorozu said, smiling at Shouto knowingly. 


“Hm? Well I should hope so, we are friends.” He was trying to keep any emotion out of his 
voice. 


Yaoyorozu leaned forward, lowering her voice, “I don't mean like that. I mean like I think he 
has a bit of a crush on you.” 


Shouto’s stomach fluttered at the thought. Considering everything though, he wasn’t about to 
completely believe it. That was a dangerous game to play. 


He looked down at his empty plate, “I don't think so. He and Uraraka are... You know...” 
“Dating?” Yaoyorozu said, “No, they aren’t.” 

Shouto knew that much at least. 

“Not dating, but I think they like each other.” he said, still not really looking at her. 
Yaoyorozu shook her head, “No, not anymore anyway. Uraraka for sure is over him.” 
Shouto swallowed hard, “Anymore?” 


“They seemed to like each other for a while, but Uraraka told me she doesn't feel that way 
anymore so I know it's not a thing. Midoriya seems over her too. Though if you really want to 
be sure you could just ask him.” 


Shouto just stared at her, eyes wide, lips pulled into a small frown. 


“Yeah I’m pretty sure we’d all know if they were still into each other.” Yaoyorozu continued, 
“They’re all too obvious. Which is why I’m pretty sure Midoriya has those feelings for you 
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now. 
Shouto shook his head, “I doubt it.” 
Yaoyorozu shrugged, “You don't have to believe me. I just thought you’d like to know.” 


“And why is that?” Shouto asked, his eyes on hers. She just blinked, looking up at him with a 
gleam in her eyes. He knew full well what she was implying, and part of him wanted her to 
just say it. 


“No particular reason.” She was giving him that smug smile again. 


Shouto stood up from the table, feeling like she could practically read his thoughts. There 
was such a thing as too smart , he concluded. 


“I’m going to talk to Midoriya.” 


Yaoyorozu smiled, “Good. And I think I'll tell Kyoka how I feel. It is best to just talk about 
things, isn’t it?” Her tone suggesting that maybe Shouto ought to think about that. If anything 
what he'd think about was how to get back at her for giving him a hard time. 


“Sometimes, I guess.” 


Yaoyorozu laughed. Shouto started to clean up the soba dishes. Something still hung in the 
air, unanswered questions perhaps, but Yaoyorozu seemed to not be inclined to ask just yet. 


“T wish you luck.” Shouto said, “I think it’1l go well.” 

She let out a breath, as if to steel herself, “I hope so.” 

“Thank you for telling me about Midortya,” he said, “I needed it.” 

She smiled at him, “Of course. Come train with me sometime, I could use some pointers.” 


Shouto nodded. They didn’t train together often, but they actually were a good match up to 
practice. 


“Okay, but only if you do the same for me.” 
“Of course!” She said, “See you later!” 


Then she turned and left Shouto alone in the kitchen. He turned back to the leftover soba, 
putting it in the fridge with his name on it, like everyone else did with personal food. Then he 
went upstairs to Midoriya’s room. 


His heart was pounding. He and Midoriya hadn’t spoken in over a week, and part of Shouto 
wondered if Midoriya would even want to talk to him. That was ridiculous. Midoriya wasn’t 
like that. The only person he’d stopped talking to was Bakugo, for obvious reasons. Shouto 
didn’t need to worry about Midoriya hating him, so what did he have to worry about? 


The door to Midoriya’s room was just like everyone else’s, save for the green name tag and 
All Might poster that smiled down at Shouto as he went to knock on the door. He paused for 
a moment, nervous. He considered going back downstairs. No, no he needed to do this. 


Midoriya didn't answer his door. Shouto was relieved he had more time to think. And 
possibly back out. There was one other place to check. 


The gym was nearly empty again, most people opted to train outside in the nice weather. The 
only people were Jirou, Hagakure, and Midoriya. Before he could second guess himself, 
Shouto walked over where Midortya was practicing with weights, tapping him on the 
shoulder. 


“Midoriya.” 


Midoriya jumped a little and whipped around, mouth open. He was sweating and flushed, his 
All Might shirt soaked in some places. 


“Todoroki!” 
Shouto held his hands up in front of him, “I didn't mean to scare you, can we talk?” 


“Okay.” Midoriya wiped his face with his sleeve, looking up at Shouto with a strange blank 
expression. Shouto felt as if his insides had been twisted up. Now that he was here he 
couldn't go hide. He had to do this anyway, he had been rude to his best friend and he needed 
to fix that, right now. They walked out of the gym in silence, turning down to the end of the 
hallway past the locker rooms. Shoving his hands in his pockets, Shouto stopped and leaned 
against the wall and Midoriya stood opposite to him, wringing his scarred hand as if it were 
sore. 


Shouto took a deep breath in, eyes on Midoriya. 


“I’m sorry,” he said slowly, trying place each word together correctly, “I’m sorry I snapped at 
you, and I’m sorry I was a lousy friend. I cut you off for no good reason.” 


Midoriya tilted his head, he wasn't looking at Shouto, “I was a little worried I did 
something... I wanted to give you space, you seemed like you needed it.” 


Sure, he did, but he should have just asked. He looked at Izuku, letting out a breath. 


“That’s what I was going for, but I didn’t really do it right. You’re my friend and it’s not fair 
to you. I’m just not good with... feelings.” 


How I feel about you in particular. Because... 


A sad smile crossed Midoriya’s face, “Well, I’m all feelings, so I guess you’ve met your 
match.” 


Then he turned red, holding his hands up, ““N-Not like that! Like personalities! That kind of 
match, you know?” 


Shouto understood, and nodded in affirmation. It stung a little, but he stuffed that feeling 
back into the corner of his brain. 


“T just wanted to apologize.” Shouto said now that he was out of other things to say, “And to 
actually spend time with you again, Midortya.” 


Midoriya leaned back against the wall, as if finally relaxing. Shouto kept a little distance, 
hoping his last statement hadn’t scared Midoriya off. Looking at his hands, Midoriya sounded 
a little somber. 


“Tzuku.” He said, looking up at Shouto, “I mean, please call me Izuku. Or Deku.” 


Shouto felt himself heating up, hoping silently that he wasn't on fire anywhere. 


“Okay... Izuku.” He’d said it in his head before, but saying it left a sweet taste in his mouth, 
like he’d just eaten a slice of cake. /zuku. 


“Call me Shouto then.” 
“Okay.” Izuku, tilted his head, as if he were considering it for a moment, “Shouto.” 


Shouto felt a little flutter in his chest. Izuku was sweaty from training, his shirt clung to his 
body and strands of fluffy hair stuck to his forehead but there was something about it that 
made Shouto unable to look away. 


Izuku didn’t look at him, his eyes were glassy with tears and Shouto bit his lip, guilty. He 
should comfort him, at least to solidify that he was sorry. But he didn't know what else to say. 
He was lost. Izuku made it look so easy. Shouto cherished the comfort he got from Izuku, 
how could he return the favor? 


Shouto went with comforting in the way Izuku usually does, however awkwardly, taking a 
few steps forward to wrap his arms around Izuku’s shoulders, squeezing him close. Surprise 
flickered onto Izuku’s face before he settled into smile, leaning his head on Shouto’s 
shoulder. 


“Thanks, Shouto. I know this might be weird for you.” Izuku sniffled. He wrapped his arms 
around Shouto’s shoulders. 


Shouto shook his head and almost, a/most put his hand on Izuku’s head to pet his hair. He 
refrained, seeing as that might cross the line. 


“Tf it's you it’s not odd.” He said. Then his neck and cheeks felt hot all over again. 


Izuku still had his head on Shouto’s shoulder. Neither of them said anything for a while. This 
was the first time in a little under two weeks that Shouto felt this comfortable. 


Then something just clicked into place. Or rather, something in Shouto’s mind had given up 
trying to pretend something wasn't there when it was so painfully obvious that there was. 
Maybe he couldn't determine exactly when it had started, but it was undeniable at this point. 


Shouto felt like his heart was going to stop if it went any faster. He liked Izuku. He knew it, 
but until he actually thought of it in those words he felt he could deny it. Denying it was 
easier at first. It wasn’t so much now. 


Izuku straightened up, pulling away and smiling his usual cheerful smile that could give the 
sun some competition despite the redness around his eyes and the few tears that refused to 
stop. Shouto just looked it him, body completely rigid, mouth pressed in a thin line. 


“Please stop crying, Izuku.” 
Izuku tilted his head, then he scratched the back of his neck, grinning through the tears. 


1? 


“Sorry, I can’t help it 
sweaty and sniffly.” 


he sniffled again and wiped his face on his sleeve, “I’m all gross and 


“Tt’s fine.” Shouto honestly couldn’t have cared less. He liked Izuku. Once he thought it in 
those terms he couldn’t stop. Who cares if he’s sweaty and sniffly? He’s certainly not gross. 
Izuku probably couldn’t be gross if he tried. 


Izuku’s face lit up. “I should go take a shower. I’Il see you at dinner, ok?” 
Shouto managed a small smile back. “See you then.” 


He watched Izuku leave, then turned down the hall and walked back to his room. He liked 
Izuku. Since when? He wasn’t sure. It couldn’t have been that long ago. Shouto sat on his 
bed, pushing some hair out of his face, staring at the only picture he had in his otherwise 
rather minimalist room. A photo of class 1-A, taken in the front of the school with all of them 
in their hero costumes. Izuku stood toward the middle of the picture, smiling, that’s where 
Shouto’s eye was drawn to. Then he looked to Izuku’s right, and there he was, his own face 
looking blankly back at him, Izuku’s white-gloved hand on his shoulder. Did Shouto like him 
then? He looked at Izuku’s smiling face, his freckles weren’t noticeable in the picture. What a 
shame. Shouto flopped onto his back and closed his eyes, hoping that he could fall asleep and 
maybe when he woke up his head would be clearer. 


Chapter End Notes 


So if you haven't heard the song Facts by H.E.R I highly recommend it. It's this fic's 
namesake and I love it. 


Chapter 5 


Aizawa reminded the class of an exam coming up, leaving all of class 1-A in a panicked 
frenzy, as most had completely procrastinated on studying. Of course, not all were 
procrastinators, especially not Yaoyorozu, who approached Shouto’s desk after class 
practically sparkling with excitement. 


“I’m putting together a study group for this test, do you want to join?” she asked, her hands 
clasped in front of her and her face radiating pure joy, “I’m tutoring Kyoka and Kaminari, 
and I think Sero, Mina and maybe some others are going to as well.” 


Shouto considered for a moment. He wasn’t so good at concentrating with a lot of other 
people. And he needed to concentrate, since recently he'd been having a somewhat tough 
time keeping himself engaged in his studies, lost in his daydreams. 


“Maybe not, I need to focus, and too many people distract me.” Shouto said. Yaoyorozu 
nodded in understanding. 


“That makes sense, if you need any help though you can text me.” she said. Shouto had 
certainly done this before, text her questions he had about material and she was always at the 
ready with an explanation. 


“Sounds good.” he shifted in his chair to grab his book bag, setting in on his lap. 
Yaoyorozu tapped her finger on her lips for a moment, then gave Shouto a sly sort of smile. 
“You could ask Midoriya if he will study with you.” 

Shouto narrowed his eyes, raising an eyebrow, “So I could.” 

“Just a suggestion.” 


“Uh huh” Shouto tried to ignore the little pang in his chest at the mention of Izuku. 
“Anyway, good luck studying!” Yaoyorozu said, “Remember to get some sleep too!” she 
added, bounding back to where Jirou and Kaminari were on the other side of the classroom, 
waiting with their bags already packed. 


Izuku, Iida and Uraraka were in their usual little trio by Izuku’s desk, chatting and goofing 
off as usual. Shouto pondered actually taking Yaoyorozu’s advice and asking to study with 
them. He wanted to spend some time with Izuku, mostly. Chances are he's already been 
preparing for this exam and just needed some light brushing up on the material for the test. 
Izuku was that kind of student, he had some of the best grades in class for a reason; taking 
notes on everything, studying extra material, just for fun. It was surprising that he and 
Yaoyorozu weren’t closer friends considering their knack for studying. Shouto wondered how 
on earth he managed to get those two as his closest friends? He rested his chin on the back of 


his hand, his elbow on the desk so he could prop his head up. Shouto must have been zoning 
out completely, because he barely noticed Izuku walking up to him. 


“Shouto?” Izuku was looking at him, head tilted a little. 


There was a spark in Izuku’s eyes, one that Shouto was convinced hadn’t been there before, 
maybe because he was only just now noticing it. Shouto blinked slowly, as if to see if he 
could reset his eyes. 


“Yeah?” Shouto asked. 


“Do you want to study together? I think this material is easier to understand with others.” 
Izuku’s tone was bright and clear as usual. Shouto sat upright upon hearing this, attention 
piqued. 


“Yes, of course.” Shouto replied, “Are Uraraka and Iida going to join us?” 


Izuku shifted his weight onto one foot, teetering a little, “Well, Uraraka wanted to go study 
with Yaomomo’s group, and lida wants to concentrate on his own. And I wanted to study 
with you anyway.” 


There was something about hearing him say it that way, that he specifically wanted to study 
with him, that made Shouto’s heart pick up its pace. But of course, there was nothing in 
Izuku’s tone to suggest that he meant anything by it, as to be expected. 


“T was just wondering.” Shouto said, fidgeting with the strap of his bag that still sat open on 
his lap. 


“Are you free now?” Izuku asked, “I'm going to skip extra training this afternoon.” 
Shouto was certainly willing to skip an afternoon of training, even if it was to study. 


“Yeah, sure.” he said, standing up and slinging his bag over his shoulder. 


“The weather is getting colder,” Izuku remarked once they were outside. It wasn’t quite chilly 
yet, it was still t-shirt weather but the unmistakable snap in the air when the sun set hailed 
that autumn weather was finally coming. 


“T don’t feel like summer really happened. I didn’t even have ice cream or anything like that, 
everything was too hectic.” Izuku continued, “It was not very relaxing.” 


Shouto looked away, “Ice cream, huh?” 
Izuku chuckled, “It’s the first thing I could think of.” 


“T haven’t had that in a long time.” Shouto said. It’s not as if he indulged himself with a lot of 
sweet food, as he lacked a sweet tooth, but his father was never one to allow it anyway. 


Izuku gasped in a somewhat exaggerated fashion, “But ice cream is like, the perfect food for 
you!” 


Shouto wanted to ask why, but they had arrived at the dorms and the subject changed. 


"Oh I just realized this is the first real time youre going to see my room isnt it?" Izuku asked, 
with a touch of shyness in his voice. Shouto wondered to himself what Izuku would be 
nervous about. 


"It's not like I haven’t seen your room before when we all had that contest." he replied, in an 
attempt to quell whatever bashfulness Izuku may have for whatever reason. Strangely, it 
didn’t go away as Izuku gave a shy chuckle and changed the subject as they arrived in front 
of his door. 


“Time to get to work I suppose!” Izuku said. 


The settled down on his bed with their books. Izuku of course had a vibrantly colored All 
Might comforter, just like most of the things in his room. It was endearing how nerdy he was, 
though interestingly enough with all of the hero merchandise, Shouto couldn’t find anything 
with Endeavor on it. Though to be fair the room was almost entirely All Might themed, but 
Shouto couldn’t shake the feeling that this was purposeful. 


They studied together for a while, mostly in silence until they started trying to quiz each 
other on the material. Then the quizzing turned to off-topic conversation. 


“My mom got tired of taking me to fast food places when they had All Might toys, I always 
wanted to collect them all, but she was worried I’d get sick.” Izuku said, laughing, “She’s 
right of course, but when I was little I didn’t care.” 


Shouto didn't look up from his notebook, he'd doodled the craggy lines of a snowflake in the 
margin of his notes, and kept the tip of the pen pressed to it. 


“T don’t think I’ve ever had fast food.” He said, “Actually, maybe I did once with my mom 
but my dad found out and was really upset. He didn’t want me eating anything unhealthy.” 


The memory was murky, and none of it related to the food. He only remembered that he got a 
toy, perhaps it was of All Might, and that his father had been livid. 


Izuku looked down at his textbook, “He really was that overbearing.” It wasn’t a question. 


Shouto nodded solemnly, “Yeah.” There was no need to get into the details. His stomach 
growled, and Izuku looked up, chuckling a little. 


“You want to go get something to eat?” 


Shouto nodded. They decided to go out and get burgers, as Izuku determined that Shouto 
deserved one after being deprived for so long. Shouto insisted that he pay, despite Izuku’s 
protests. 


“T’ve never had the chance to pay for someone else, I've never had someone like you to buy a 
meal for after all." Shouto said matter-of-factly. This caused Izuku to quiet his protesting, but 
also caused his cheeks to become tinted pink as he quietly gave in to Shouto paying for his 
food. 


"If -if you say so" he murmured. 


Shouto nodded in response. "The least i could do for you choosing this place" he said, 
handing the money over to the cashier. 


“What do you think?” Izuku asked once they sat down with their food in a booth by the 
window. Shouto swallowed a bite of his burger and tilted his head, “A little underwhelming.” 


Izuku laughed, “That’s about right! Try the fries though, they’re good.” 


Shouto did, and he agreed. He could’ve just had a few orders of fries for dinner, and when he 
told Izuku this he was met with more giggling. 


They talked for a long time, about school, pro heroes, movies. Whatever they wanted really. 
Shouto found that he was able to open up a little more, offer more than just a few words in 
exchange for lengthy periods of silence. Talking was of course something that Izuku was 
known for, and as prone as he was to getting passionately carried away, he always made room 
for others to talk too; Shouto liked that about him. 


By the time they were walking back to the dorms it was late, much later than they’d planned. 
“Ah... oops.” Izuku looked at his phone, “It’s almost eleven, we really stayed out late.” 


“Oh.” Shouto hadn’t really noticed. He’d been having such a nice time talking to Izuku that 
he hadn’t cared. As far as he was concerned, this was perfect. 


Izuku hesitated when they reached the elevator up to their rooms. He turned to face Shouto, 
his expression rather nervous all of the sudden. 


“Hey, do you just want to stay in my room tonight?” his eyes widened after those words left 
his mouth, and he became increasingly more flushed and panicked, “I don’t mean for that to 
sound weird! I- I mean that we still have some studying to do so it might become a late night, 
and that it just might be easier. And I haven’t had a sleepover in a long time, so it might be 
fun.” Izuku paused for a moment. “That... doesn’t sound any less weird does it?” 


Shouto just stared at Izuku, his heartbeat elevating and his face starting to get warm. Sleeping 
over in Izuku’s room sounded great but also a little nerve wracking. He’d never had a 
sleepover with friends before, but having a sleepover with a friend that he liked had too much 
room for completely screwing up. 


“T think it’d be best if we went to bed,” Shouto said, “We can’t stay up all night before a 
test.” 


Izuku turned a little red, and Shouto realized that he also had said something awkward. 


“T mean, I just think we would stay up and talk rather than get work done, we clearly spent 
most of our time not studying.” 


“No, we totally studied for a few hours!” Izuku protested, then he sobered a little, “But 
you’re right, sorry to ask you something so silly.” 


“Tt’s not silly.” Shouto said. In fact, maybe if he were a little more brave he’d take Izuku up 
on that offer, though he had no idea how he’d even handle that if the time came. 


Shouto looked at Izuku, expression faltering just a little. His mind had gone straight to 
romantic intent at the mention of a sleepover. That meant that this went deeper than expected, 
deeper than he wanted. He wanted to be Izuku’s friend and he wasn’t about to let himself ruin 
that with a crush. 


“We should do something fun after the test.” Izuku said, “Like go get some ice cream.” 
Shouto smiled, just a little. “Sure.” 


He caught Izuku grinning out of the corner of his eye and couldn’t help but smile a little 
more. 


They arrived at Izuku’s room, and Shouto followed him in to gather up his study materials 
he’d left on the bed. This was his last chance, he could change his mind right now, and stay 
with Izuku for the night. His heart fluttered at the thought. 


“See you in the morning Shouto, get some sleep!” Izuku said, that grin on his face nearly 
blinding Shouto with its brilliance. 


Shouto tried to ignore the heat rising in his cheeks, “Goodnight, Izuku.” 


He returned to his own room, mind still aflutter with the thought of what he turned down. He 
got ready for bed and when it came time to sleep, he found himself staring up at the ceiling. 
Right now, he could have been in Izuku’s room. Where would he have slept? He would have 
had to grab his own blankets and pillow, but would he have had to sleep on the floor? No, 
Izuku would probably offer to, not that Shouto would allow it. They couldn’t really share the 
bed, not unless... 


Shouto threw the comforter off, his body feeling too hot to be under it. He was so flustered, 
pressing his hands to his burning cheeks in a meek attempt to cool them. It would just be a 
sleepover with a friend, something Shouto had never had before and he knew that Izuku 
wasn’t asking him to spend the night in any other way. But all Shouto could think about was 
how nice it’d be to just cuddle up to Izuku. 


Maybe it was best that he declined the invitation. 


Shouto fell asleep much later than intended and woke up groggy. He trudged down to class 
after washing his face and fumbling with his tie, hoping that he looked at least somewhat 


presentable for the day. Not that it mattered that much. The test turned out to be fairly easy, 
much to his relief. 


After class as promised, Izuku texted him an invite to go get ice cream. Shouto went to meet 
up with him in the common room, a strange nervous feeling filling his chest. Taking a deep 
breath in and smoothing his t-shirt down, he left his room. 


Izuku was already waiting. He’d changed into jeans and a button down shirt but still carried 
his oversized backpack. Shouto noted how well that look suited him, it was nerdy but rather 
cute. They started walking toward the front gates of the school when a thought dawned on 
Shouto. 


“Ts it just the two of us?” he asked, “You didn’t invite Iida or Uraraka?” 
Izuku expression changed to a nervous smile, the tips of his ears flushing pink. 


“Oh, I mean... they had other things to do,” he said, his tone shifting as he hastily attempted 
to change the subject, ““What flavor are you going to get?” 


“T don’t know yet.” Shouto replied. 
"Really? What sort of flavors do you like?" Izuku asked. 


"I'm not really sure. Never had any chance to try many flavors." Shouto responded flatly. 
"Any suggestions from an experienced ice cream eater?" 


Izuku laughed and began to rattle off the various ice cream flavors and how they tasted to 
him as they made their way to the ice cream shop. Before long, they arrived at their 
destination and entered the store. 


They both ended up ordering strawberry ice cream cones. 


“We both got the same thing?” Izuku asked, handing money for both ice creams to the 
cashier. 


“Strawberry is the one you seemed to think I’d like the most.” Shouto said simply, “Wait, did 
you just pay for mine?” 


Izuku smiled, “Yeah, you paid for dinner. So this is my thank you.” 


Shouto blinked. He’d paid for Izuku’s dinner as just something nice he wanted to do, he 
didn’t want Izuku to feel obligated to pay him back. Though that was a little silly seeing as 
there was no way Izuku wouldn’t want to, of course would never take no for an answer either. 


They stood outside the shop in silence for a few minutes just to soak in the afternoon sun. It 
was warm and there was no breeze, making the atmosphere almost cozy. 


Shouto bit into his ice cream, eliciting a terrified squeak from Izuku. 


“You bite ice cream!?” he said, “You actually bite ice cream? I never thought I’d meet 
someone like that.” 


Shouto raised an eyebrow, looking coolly at Izuku from the corner of his eye, “Are you really 
surprised?” 


Izuku thought for a moment, then shook his head, “No, no actually it makes perfect sense. 
You probably aren’t sensitive to the cold.” 


“No, not particularly.” Shouto said. 


Izuku started his usual passionate ramblings on the way back, barely even touching his ice 
cream cone. Shouto listened to Izuku talk, a small smile on his face. He’d sometimes 
punctuate the chatter with his own comments, letting Izuku know that he was listening, and 
interested in what he had to say. He remembered that Izuku once mentioned how rare it was 
that people would do that, so he always took care to. 


Soon Izuku’s ice cream had started to melt, dribbling down the side of the cone. Of course 
Izuku didn’t notice, he often didn’t when he was caught up in whatever he was talking about. 
In this case, it was All Might. 


Without really thinking, Shouto leaned down a little and licked the side of the cone to catch 
the ice cream before it hit Izuku’s hand. 


“T-J... Shouto!” Izuku stammered as his face turned bright red. 


"Yes?" Shouto said, puzzled by such a strong reaction. "Y-you...! My ice cream...!" Izuku 
stuttered out. 


"It was melting. I didn’t want it to drip all over your hand." Shouto said, still not connecting 
why Izuku would be reacting so wildly to a simple reason. 


"Y-yeah but it’s kind of like... you know! A.... a..." Izuku struggled to get out, his face 
somehow only getting redder by the passing second. 


Shouto raised an eyebrow, "A what?" 


"An indirect kiss! Or-or! Something like that...." Izuku squeaked out after continuously 
tripping over his own tongue with the thought. 


Now it was Shouto's turn to blush, “I’m sorry, I didn’t even think about it before I did that.” 
he said, his voice surprisingly level for how embarrassed he felt. He was ready to encase 
himself in ice and never come out until maybe the next lifetime. 


“No, it’s okay! I was talking a lot and didn’t notice that it was melting!” Izuku was still rather 
red, holding the melting ice cream in his hand and using the other to shield his face. It 
dawned on Shouto that he’d made Izuku just as embarrassed as he was. 


He held his right hand out, cooling the air in his palm down and holding it near the ice cream 
to re-freeze it. 


“This should make it last a little longer.” he said, withdrawing his hand. He went back to his 
ice cream, biting into the cone in an attempt to look as casual as possible. 


“Your quirk is so useful.” Izuku said smiling as he shyly looked down as his newly refrozen 
treat, “Thanks.” 


Shouto felt his face heating up all over again. That smile on Izuku’s face, the remaining flush 
on his cheeks that made his freckles even more prominent, that sparkle in his green eyes, 
Shouto was for lack of a better term, completely smitten. 


They walked into the dorm common room, only to be met with a small group of their friends 
lounging on two of the couches, game controllers in hand. Kaminari was playing against 
Ochako in Street Fighter and by the sound of it they were fired up. 


“Hey Deku,” Kirishima said, looking away from the game to flash a toothy grin, “Hey 
Todoroki” 


Kaminari mashed one of the buttons on his controller, cursing a little as his character was 
knocked down. He didn’t even look up to talk. 


““What’s up you two? Uraraka was just wondering where you were.” 


Izuku laughed, “Oh, we went out to get ice cream to celebrate being done with the test. But 
also because Shouto hasn't really had ice cream before.” 


“Woah woah hold on.” Kaminari said, “Never had ice cream?” 
Uraraka let out a triumphant shout as she won the game, and Kaminari groaned in defeat. 


“Ribbit, more importantly, since when were you two on a first name basis?” Tsuyu asked. 
Uraraka flashed an impish grin at Izuku, raising her eyebrows expectantly. Shouto looked at 
the TV to avoid the questioning looks directed at him. 


“Recently?” Izuku said, glancing at Shouto in a silent plea for help. 
Shouto shrugged in response. 


“Hey, I just think it’s great that Todoroki is cool with that.” Kirishima said, “Bakugo doesn’t 
like being referred to as ‘Katsuki’ still.” 


“T just think that Deku can get away with it because he’s Deku.” Kaminari said, “I mean who 
would say ‘no you can’t call me that’ to that face?” 


Uraraka smiled, almost giving off an air she knew something the others didn’t, “It’s nice to 
see that you two are so close.” 


“Tt’s not a big deal!” Izuku’s voice was climbing in pitch and he was yet again turning beet 
red. 


“Nobody said it was.” Tsuyu chimed in. Shouto turned toward the door, ready to leave this 
conversation. 


"Ah- ! See you later Shouto?" Izuku called to him nervously. 


"Yeah. Thanks for the ice cream. We should do it again some time or something" Shouto 
replied over his shoulder, a little to hastily. This unbeknownst to him only caused Uraraka to 
beam even brighter. Shouto just didn’t want to be hounded with questions after such a 
pleasant afternoon. He could hear Izuku getting playfully teased by the others all the way to 
the hallway. Izuku must be really red, as there was a joke made about him looking like a 
rather cute tomato, followed by a frustrated noise in protest. 


Shouto went back to his room, hoping to get some studying done. After closing the door 
behind him, he exhaled deeply and went over to his desk, picking things up and moving them 
around absentmindedly. His thermos, the nesting doll squeeze toy of himself in his hero 
costume, a few notebooks and an All Might pen. Turning the pen over in his hands, Shouto 
stared at an open notebook of math problems, trying to concentrate. Unfortunately, not even 
math could distract him from the thoughts that began to seep into his mind. 


How deep did these feelings for Izuku go? Maybe that was a good place to start. He knew 
that his feelings went past platonic now, and that he knew he was treading into dangerous 
territory. Shouto ran his free hand through his hair, clicking the pen with his thumb, doing 
anything to fill the quiet of his room with sound in hopes of not having to just be alone in his 
thoughts. 


Why was this dangerous territory again, he asked himself, needing to list off the reasons he 
should keep these thoughts away. Izuku certainly was his friend, but that’s it. That’s all 
Shouto ought to expect, and he wasn’t so sure that he was content with that anymore. 
However, if Izuku didn’t return his feelings, he may not want to be Shouto's friend anymore 
if things got too awkward between them. That was always a possibility. 


Of course, Shouto would take unrequited feelings for a best friend over unrequited feelings 
for an ex-best friend. 


Chapter 6 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Shouto found himself staring at Izuku during class, his thoughts drifting off to a daydream 
about scenarios that he knew wouldn't happen, but felt nice to think about anyway. It was like 
making up a story in his head and they were starting to get progressively more sappy. Shouto 
almost made himself flustered, having to cover his face with his hand and pretend to be very 
interested in whatever was written in his notebook. 


“Hey,” Yaoyorozu leaned over and whispered at him, snapping him out of his little fantasy 
world, “Pay attention!” 


Shouto frowned but he sat up a bit straighter to look a little more engaged in whatever 
Aizawa was talking about. His pen moved over the paper, not to take notes but to doodle little 
snowflakes around the characters for “Deku” in the margin. Then he scratched it out, erasing 
the evidence. He stole a glance at Izuku, he had a good vantage point from the back of the 
class which, was now proving to be a bit of a distraction. 


Izuku shifted in his seat, head bowed in concentration as he took detailed notes on the lesson. 
Occasionally he would look up at the chalkboard or over at where Uraraka sat and they'd 
exchange looks. He didn't look toward the back of the class unless someone from the back 
had to answer a question, but sometimes when he did his eyes would land on Shouto and he'd 
give a small smile. Of course Shouto would look down at his notes after maybe returning the 
expression, trying anything to keep from looking silly. 


It was a little ridiculous, and Shouto was surprised that he was falling as hard as he was. He 
didn't imagine that he could get to the point of being so distracted. 


After class Izuku stopped by Shouto’s desk, happily chattering about training exercises. He 
had so much energy, whereas Shouto was thinking about a nap as he packed his school bag. 
For a moment he wondered what taking a nap with Izuku would be like, to just cuddle up 
close and sleep, without any other care in the world. He looked up at Izuku, keeping his face 
as neutral as he possibly could. 


“Shouto, we should totally try this exercise. Will you train with me this afternoon?” Izuku 
was grinning ear to ear, holding the straps of his backpack, and he was so cute it was hard to 
say no. Not that Shouto would, considering how he would spend any second with Izuku he 
could. 


“Sure.” Shouto tried not to sound eager as he stood up from his desk. He looked at Izuku, 
returning the smile that seemed to be contagious for everyone around him and reaching up to 
brush the white side of his hair out of his face. His fingers threaded through his hair, and he 
tousled it absently for a moment as he continued to listen to Izuku talk. 


“You know, I’m glad that we've been training together more recently, I have a lot I can learn 
from you!” Izuku then scratched the back of his head, an embarrassed grin on his face, 
“Sorry, that sounded really... gushy? Ah- that's not a good word to use!” 


“T have a lot I can learn from you too.” Shouto said, his voice lacking the earnest that Izuku’s 
had, but that touch of admiration still there. Izuku suddenly seemed very interested in the 
appearance of his shoes, unable to look up at Shouto’s face. 


A brief silence passed between the two as Izuku mumbled something under his breath in an 
attempt to keep the conversation going, but it seemed as though he was too embarrassed at 
the current situation to pursue his thoughts any further. 


“T’m going to finish some homework, then maybe we can meet up! Text me okay?” Izuku 
said turning on his heels and bounding out of the room before Shouto could say anything 
else. 


“Okay,” Shouto said, then his voice dropped a little, “See you.” 


Most of his classmates had already filed out of the room by now, the usual after class chatter 
along with them. Shouto started listing off what he needed to do in his head, even though he 
had a list in his notebook for later. 


Yaoyorozu, who had been chatting with Jirou at her desk gave Shouto a knowing grin, 
breaking him out of his reverie. The three of them started walking out of the classroom, with 
Yaoyorozu and Jirou walking close to one another, as they had just officially started dating, 
though not much else had changed. They were affectionate, more so than before but only 
outside of school, and often even if Shouto was hanging out with them. He would sometimes 
catch them doing something cute when they thought he wasn’t looking or paying attention, 
and a he’d feel a little tug on his heart. 


Jirou looked at him, a bored sort of smirk on her face. 


“You were flirting with him so hard.” She said, casually like she was just commenting on the 
sun being out. Shouto nearly stopped walking, completely shaken from his little cloud he was 
perched on in his thoughts, that weightless feeling thinking about Izuku gave him. 


“Nope.” Shouto replied, looking intently at one of his nails, “No I was not.” 


He truly wasn’t aware that how he acted could be misconstrued as flirting, why be that 
obvious? 


“You’re almost as dense as Kaminari,” Jirou said, rolling her eyes. 


Yaoyorozu shook her head, ““That’s not fair, Kaminari is a higher density than most known 
substances, like more dense than maybe Osmium.” 


“You lose me with the science stuff but damn you’re cute when you do it.” Jirou teased, 
playfully walking into Yaoyorozu, causing her to veer into Shouto and almost knock him 
over. Shouto coughed. 


“You two are the only ones flirting around here” 
Yaoyorozu laughed, “No, I would say Midoriya was flirting quite a bit.” 


“Tzuku was flirting with me?” Now Shouto was feeling uncomfortably warm. He hated the 
fact that his emotions had some control over his quirk. Embarrassment made his body 
temperature rise, and it was happening more frequently as of late. 


“Oh my god.” Jirou said, then in a goofy imitation of Izuku, “We gotta try this exercise. Text 
me!” 


“That barely counts as flirting.” Shouto said, keeping his tone neutral. His mind tittered with 
the possibility that Izuku was flirting with him, but he also had the rational part of his brain 
telling him that he shouldn't get his hopes up. After all, Izuku acts that way with everyone. 


Jirou was laughing, twirling her earphone jack around her finger. 


“Well you certainly were, we watched you literally play with your hair while you talked to 
him, and don't you deny it.” 


He couldn't. Though being flirtatious hadn’t crossed his mind at the time. 
“It was pretty cute.” Jirou said, “Though honestly Momo and IJ are cuter so...” 


“Oh shush!” Yaoyorozu playfully said, giving her girlfriend a small push on the shoulder as if 
to signify she absolutely did not want Jirou to stop. 


They passed some of the 1-B students, Yaoyorozu stopped to speak with Kendou for a 
moment, letting Shouto collect his thoughts. Once outside, they took the back route to the 
dorm building, the one that went around the other side of the lawn and whose path was 
shaded mostly by trees. Not only was this route mostly devoid of people, making it more 
private, but it was longer so that there was more time for that privacy. Shouto frequented it 
alone to think, and Yaoyorozu and Jirou used the opportunity to be a little more affectionate 
without being too public about it. 


“But seriously,” Jirou continued, swinging her and Yaoyorozu’s interlocked hands as they 
walked, “from what I see you have it bad for Midoriya.” 


Jirou liked to give people a hard time, she meant well and usually didn't cross the line. Still, 
Shouto tried to find the right words to deny it while also not giving it away. 


Yaoyorozu looked at Shouto for a moment, clearly contemplating something. Then she 
looked at Jirou. 


“Kyoka, aren’t you meeting with Kaminari this afternoon?” she asked. Jirou’s face lit up. 


“Oh yeah, you're right I totally forgot!” Jirou said, letting go of Yaoyorozu’s hand, “I better 
text him and see what snacks he wants. I’1l meet up with you for dinner, okay Momo?” 


Yaoyorozu pulled her into a hug and blushed a little when Jirou quickly kissed her on the 
cheek. 


“See ya, Todoroki!” she called as she jogged off in the opposite direction, heading to the 
convenience store just outside of campus. 


Now they were alone, and Yaoyorozu turned to Shouto, her expression soft but expectant. 
She was looking for an answer, but Shouto could guess that she knew and was actually just 
looking for confirmation. 


“You have been a little off recently.” she selected her words carefully so as to not sound 
disrespectful, “Not in a bad way, but I do see you gazing at Midoriya often, and you seem to 
be drifting off more in class. You talk about him often. You also seemed rather upset about 
him possibly dating Ochako.” Yaoyorozu said, raising an eyebrow, “You have feelings for 
him, don’t you?” 


Shouto stopped walking. Yaoyorozu stopped too, turning around to face him. Even in the 
shaded area of the path, it was clear that he was completely red from the collar of his shirt to 
his forehead. He was sure there was steam emanating off of his left side, his body felt hot 
beyond what should be normal, and suppressing any sort of fire was getting difficult. 


“You're blushing!” Yaoyorozu exclaimed, giggling. 


Shouto sighed, pressing an icy hand his cheek trying to cool himself down a little. If 
anything, he could trust Yaoyorozu. She already guessed anyway, and she wasn’t the type to 
spread rumors. 


“Okay,” he took a deep breath in, gathering one last shred of courage. 
“T like him.” 


It felt good to get it out into the open, to just release it to the universe so that it didn't have to 
just be trapped in his mind despite how much safer that option is. A few wisps of steam 
curled from the side of his face and neck. 


“T like him a lot.” 
Yaoyorozu smiled at him, “I thought so.” 


Shouto shoved his hands in his pockets, looking away from her and up into the fading green 
of the trees lining their path. 


Yaoyorozu’s expression turned to that of calm seriousness, the dappled light through the 
leaves above them giving her an air of serenity. 


“You know, if you want to talk about it, I am here to listen.” 


Shouto was still red in the face. The best thing to do would be to talk about it, maybe to just 
get it off his chest, but if there was anything Shouto was not used to, it was openly discussing 
any kind of feelings whatsoever. 


“I’m not sure what there is to say. I’d been trying to deny it to myself for, well I guess a 
while.” 


Yaoyorozu nodded in understanding, “I’ve been there. I didn’t accept liking Kyoka for a 
while, I even convinced myself to think I liked you to hide it.” 


Shouto gave her a bewildered look, but she shook her head, “Don’t think about it too much, I 
was under the assumption that the inferiority I felt in comparison to you was possibly 
romantic feelings.” 


Shouto wasn’t quite sure if he should be offended or flattered, so he chose a mixture of both 
and that suited him just fine. He remembered rumors of this from their first year, but he 
hadn’t cared, as he figured they were untrue. 


“I’m glad you sorted that out?” he said, more as a question than a statement. Yaoyorozu 
laughed a little, holding her hand up over her mouth in a way that made her seem far daintier 
than she actually was. 


“T said not to think about it too much. What you should think about are these feelings you 
have for Midoriya.” 


Shouto bit his lip, “I think I do enough thinking about him as it is.” He felt another puff of 
steam from the left side of his face. 


“You've really fallen for him, haven’t you?” Yaoyorozu said, her voice gentle. She stood 
across from him, arms folded loosely across her chest. 


Shouto looked down at his sneakers, “It’s embarrassing.” 


He wasn’t sure what part exactly. The act of having a crush, the intensity, the fact that it was 
his best friend. Any of that was grounds to feel stupid. 


“You don't have to be embarrassed.” Yaoyorozu said, “I’m glad you trust me enough to tell 
me, I know that’s tough.” 


Shouto was quiet and lost deep in thought, hands in his pockets and looking up at the little 
wisps of clouds dotting the sky. He really didn’t have a reason to feel so intensely about this, 
but that wasn’t the point. These are feelings, there isn’t supposed to be a point to them. Izuku 
had taught him that. 


“Todoroki?” Yaoyorozu asked, resting her hand on his shoulder in a comforting gesture I 
know it can be tough but I wouldn't worry so much! I told you already that I think he feels the 
same way.” 


Shouto would balk at that, if he were the type to do so. Yaoyorozu meant well, but he 
couldn’t shake the idea that she says this to comfort him and not because it’s actually true. 
She doesn’t even know for sure. 


“T still don't think so, and I’m not even sure what I want from all of this.” 


“Other than Midoriya?” Yaoyorozu’s voice was light, and she raised her eyebrows 
suggestively. Shouto bit his lower lip completely embarrassed at the implication of the phrase 
‘wanting Midoriya’. It wasn't an untrue statement either, but he wasn't going to admit that. 


“Don’t say things like that.” 
Yaoyorozu brushed her bangs out of her face, laughing. 
“The evidence is in your favor, take it or not. See where your feelings take you.” 


Shouto wasn't convinced of that approach. Izuku was unlikely to return his affections, that 
much he was almost certain of. Maybe there was an off chance he did, but he reasoned that if 
he didn't expect too much, he wouldn't be disappointed. That’s how he was raised. 


“T’m glad you aren’t going to just pressure me to tell him anything.” 


"I would never", Yaoyorozu reassured him, "Just know that if you need someone to speak to 
about all of these new feelings, please feel free to come to me. I will be sure to lend you an 
ear and offer some insight if I am able." 


"Thanks Yaoyorozu" Shouto said, still a bit pink around the ears from the recent confession, 
"Maybe I'll take you up on that." 


He paused, his sentence not quite ending there are he toyed with another thought on his mind, 
“I’m just worried about ruining my first real friendship.” 


“Todoroki, I don’t think Midoriya would stop being your friend over something like this. 
That doesn’t seem like something he would do.” Yaoyorozu said. 


“Yeah but,” Shouto hesitated for a moment before continuing, “What if I just don’t know 
what I’m doing and I’m taking his friendship and warping it into this weird thing where I’m 
taking advantage of him and his kindness. What if this isn’t love at all and I screw it up?” 


Yaoyorozu stared at him for a moment, concern written on her face. 
“Sorry.” Shouto said, brushing the back of his neck with his hand, “That was a little much.” 


“Love, huh?” She said, her tone much lower than Shouto had ever heard it, “You’re calling it 
love, and something tells me you aren’t one to use that word loosely.” 


Of course she was right, not that Shouto wanted to own up to letting the word ‘love’ slip out. 
Blush prickled at his cheeks just thinking about it. 


“T suppose I don’t.” 


They started to walk toward the dorms again, Yaoyorozu had her phone in her hands, texting 
Jirou as she walked. Shouto just walked with his hands in his pockets, his mind surprisingly 

blank for how much he was feeling. They didn’t say much more, the conversation left at that 
and for some reason that was enough. Yaoyorozu seemed to get it, and Shouto could trust in 

her ability to not tell anyone. 


They arrived at the dorms, and Yaoyorozu bid him goodbye and good luck for the afternoon 
before stepping onto the elevator. Shouto stood in the common room for a moment, 
considering what to do, then went out to the training grounds. 


Shouto sat in his room on Friday evening, pouring over a textbook. There was going to be a 
quiz on Monday and while he wasn't worried, but he was having trouble concentrating. He 
pushed his hair out of his face, and looked at a little white box on his desk; a gift from his 
sister that arrived earlier that day. It was some kind of facemask, supposedly with some kind 
of treatment that would fade scars. Though she had added a caveat that they were for acne 
scars, but at the very least they’d make his skin soft. She liked to give unusual gifts like this, 
things that people wouldn't think of, but almost always liked. 


He opened the box and pulled out one of the little packets, pulling out a white cloth rectangle 
that smelled nice, like the makeup counter Fuyumi always went to at the department store. 
He unfolded the slimy fabric gently until it was a circle with holes cut out for the eyes, nose 
and mouth. Wincing a little at the cold, wet texture as he pressed it to his face. 


A few minutes had passed by when Shouto heard a knock at his door, and then Izuku’s voice. 
“Shouto, I need a study break!” 

He went and opened the door to a rather wide-eyed Izuku. 

“What’s on your face?” he said, “It’s kinda terrifying.” 


Shouto tried brushing some hair out of his face, but it was sticking to the mask, “It’s a face 
mask of some kind. My sister Fuyumi got it for me.” 


“Why?” Izuku’s eyebrows furrowed in confusion, but a twinge of amusement was evident in 
his expression. 


“Tt’s got vitamin E which supposedly fades scars, though she told me it might not really be 
for burn scars.” Shouto rubbed a finger over the mask to keep it stuck to his skin. 


Laughing, Izuku made his way to Shouto’s bed and sat down, “It makes you look scary!” 
“T can imagine.” 


Izuku just gave him a wobbly smile and started absently running his hand over the light blue 
comforter. Shouto sat down next to him, sitting silently to let the mask do whatever it was 
supposed to do. 


When he couldn’t stand it anymore he peeled the mask off, inspecting it for a second before 
throwing it away. Now his face was shiny and felt wet, and his hair was sticking to the 
tackiness the mask serum left behind. Shouto had to brush his hair away, then he touched the 
skin under his left eye. It felt the same, always a slightly different texture than the rest of his 
skin. 


“Oh Shouto, you’re back!” Izuku teased, “There was a villain impersonating you just now. 
He wore a creepy white mask.” 


Shouto cracked a smile. 
“I’m sure he couldn't capture my winning personality,” He said dryly. 


Izuku just laughed. He seemed to be in an extremely good mood, or at least he was way more 
goofy than usual. Sure, normally Izuku was cheerful but he had the tendency to be a little 
more subdued and melancholy in the company of very close friends, a fact that Shouto felt 
privileged to have insight to but it also worried him about what exactly Izuku hid behind his 
smiles all day. 


“What do you want to do for your study break?” Shouto asked after a few minutes of quiet. 
Izuku played with the strings on his hoodie. 


“O-oh. Sorry I hadn’t really thought about that", Izuku stammered out, "I kind of just wanted 
to see you so..." he trailed off looking at the string he was fiddling with. 


Shouto’s heart fluttered at Izuku saying something like that, and he couldn't help but smile. 


"Funny right? I came all this way without a real plan." Izuku said, giving off one of his 
famous smiles that made Shouto feel as though he was looking at a star twinkling, setting off 
that little pang in his chest he always felt when Izuku smiled at him. 


Izuku’s phone buzzed. He pulled it out of the pocket of his hoodie and looked at it for a 
moment. 


“It’s Uraraka.” he said, fingers moving over his phone as he typed a response, “That class 
movie night is coming up soon, I’m surprised that we are even allowed, seeing with all the 
villain threats.” 


Shouto vaguely remembered Yaoyorozu mentioning something like that, she organized the 
event with Uraraka after persuading lida that they wouldn't destroy the theater. Of course, 
there was the villain threats, vague ones that multiple public buildings had been receiving as 
of late, but those were treated as scare-mongering hoaxes, as most people assumed that if a 
villain really were to attack, why notify people? lida was careful, but he also was persuaded 
by the concept of class morale. Yaoyorozu’s convincing use of intellect won him over in the 
end. 


“She wants to know if I’m going to go to the movie night.” Izuku said, “I don’t see why I 
wouldn’t, everyone else is.” 


A question that had remained just below the surface of his thoughts started to gnaw at 
Shouto’s brain. He knew that it was a totally reasonable question to ask a best friend, but he 
wasn't sure if he was prepared for an answer. Any answer. He took a deep breath, hoping to 
steady himself. 


“Are you going to ask her to go with you? I know that Yaomomo and Jirou are going 
together, like it’s a date.” Shouto thought this was better than to just ask ‘do you like her?’ 
but nevertheless his stomach did a nervous flip. 


Izuku looked away, his face starting to flush. Shouto’s heart sank a little. 
“T... Why do you ask?” he said, his voice small, timid even. 


Because he wanted to know, that’s why. He didn't say that. Or that he wanted to know if he 
was going to need to prepare himself for heartbreak. 


“T guess because you seem to, I mean, other people have said you might like each other...” 
Shouto’s words fizzled out as he started to feel stupid for even asking. 


“T used to like her...” Izuku sounded mildly annoyed, his eyes focused straight ahead, “Yeah, 
I used to have a crush on her, but now I’m not so sure. I think I just liked her because she’s 
like the first girl that paid attention to me. She’s one of my best friends, and besides she and 
Tsu have something going on, I’m pretty sure.” 


Shouto had to stop himself from exhaling in relief. Used to have a crush was not an answer 
he expected, but he was glad to hear it. Though now he was feeling frazzled as ever. 


Izuku chewed his lip, “Have you ever liked someone? I mean, I know for a bit people were 
saying you and Yaomomo were into each other but she's with Jirou now so...” he laughed 
nervously, “I guess... I don't know.” 


Shouto felt heat rising in his face and now he was convinced he was on fire. Part of him 
wanted to say yes, he likes someone, and just open the question up, as he knew inevitably 
what the next thing he’d be asked about that would be. Could he have even admitted it to 
Izuku if asked? That wasn't something he was sure of. 


Shouto wasn't convinced he'd be received well if he did admit it. Izuku just said he likes girls, 
so Yaoyorozu was wrong. 


“Why are you asking me that?” A safe response. 


“Curious is all.” Izuku said, finally looking Shouto in the face, “I’ve talked about this with 
other friends, but we don’t really do that.” 


Which other friends did Izuku talk about this with? Shouto made a mental note to possibly 
look into that. His first guess was lida, but lida would never, ever reveal his best friends 
secrets. Plus lida was cute and made Shouto a bit nervous to talk to alone. 


“T never had a crush on Yaoyorozu.” Shouto never had a crush on anyone before Izuku, at 
least in a way he could pinpoint. He’d perhaps felt attracted to people, but what he felt for 
Izuku was completely new. 


Shouto watched Izuku fold his arms up on his knees to hide part of his face, his eyes looking 
anywhere but to the side where Shouto sat. 


“T honestly don't know,” Shouto said after a moment, “I’ve never really had friends until high 
school, so I know I haven’t had a crush before this year.” 


Izuku straightened up a little. 
“So this year... you do?” he asked. 


Shouto pressed his lips together, realizing his slip-up. He shook his head, hoping to jumpstart 
his brain into thinking of an excuse quick enough, hopefully something convincing enough 
that Izuku would drop the issue. It’d be much too suspicious if he tried to change the subject 
himself. 


“I’m not sure if I can answer that, I mean, I’m still getting used to the idea of friends.” A 
vague non-answer seemed to be the best way out. 


Izuku nodded, red and embarrassed, “I totally understand that! Sorry to pry.” He said. 


He was fidgeting with his phone in his hands, “It’s just nice to hear you open up about this 
kind of stuff is all. I was just curious and I know you don't really volunteer that kind of 
personal information.” 


He was smiling, but for some reason Shouto could swear there was something off about his 
reaction. 


Shouto looked at Izuku, heart pounding. He could just tell him. Theoretically he could just 
blurt it out to him and change their relationship forever, for better or for worse. It was the 
worse part that Shouto feared the most. 


“T know. You’re the person I’m most comfortable with, so it’s okay if you ask.” 


The strange emotion hiding behind Izuku's smile seemed to dissipate as Izuku could only 
beam brighter, seeming to straighten up as he realized what Shouto had said. 


"I’m really glad to hear that Shouto!" he said, finally turning to look at him. 


Shouto suddenly became very aware of the fact that he was sitting in sweatpants and an old 
shirt, barefoot, hair messed up generally looking tired. Frowning, he reached his hand up to 
brush just under his left eye, the rough skin oddly uncomfortable against his fingertips. 


Izuku went back to his phone, and Shouto picked up his only to see that Izuku had been 
posting more hero memes today. He liked a few and then put his phone down, the interest 
having died off. He zoned out for an indecipherable amount of time, staring at woven pattern 
of the tatami flooring he’d spent so much time on. 


Izuku looked up from his phone. Sitting in a hoodie and pants, with fuzzy All Might slippers, 
Izuku looked so cute and relaxed, as opposed to the tired and disheveled look Shouto had. 


“What is it?” Izuku’s green eyes trained on him made him a little self-conscious. 


Shouto put his hand down, looking at the bandages he’d lined up on his wrist to cover a cut 
from training earlier that week. 


“Nothing.” Shouto said, “It’s nothing.” 


“Are you sure?” Izuku said. He’d drawn his knees to his chest, turning his phone over in his 
hands. Shouto looked at his gnarled, scarred hand as it moved, the countless pale markings 
that cut through the tan of Izuku’s skin. 


Izuku tilted his head a little, still watching Shouto intently as he tucked his phone into the 
pocket of his hoodie. Then he raised his hand, turning it over in front of his face. 


“Do you still feel guilty about this?” he asked, his voice small, worried. Shouto considered 
his answer carefully. He certainly did at times, especially when Izuku massaged his hand 
after too much use, when it would get shaky and make it so he couldn’t write his notes quite 
properly and so that food would fall off his chopsticks. The damage sometimes impaired 
Izuku, and for that Shouto was unsure he could forgive himself. 


“Sometimes.” 
Izuku looked forward, “You really shouldn’t feel guilty.” 


“It’s still permanent damage that’s partially my fault and I feel responsible.” Shouto said, 
“And scars can be so... unsightly.” 


His fingers brushing under his left eye over his own scar. Izuku looked at him sidelong. 


“T don’t mind them, I barely even think about them really. Most heroes have scars, so it kind 
of makes me feel official.” 


“T’d like to do that.” Shouto said. Then he quickly clamped his mouth shut. He wasn’t trying 
to make this about him. Izuku opened his mouth, then realization dawned on him. 


“Shouto, you know your scar is not... unsightly, right?” Izuku said, his voice gentle. 


Shouto turned his head to look at Izuku, a little thrown by his statement, “What makes you 
say that?” 


Izuku didn’t break his gaze, “It’s just that you’ve been touching your scar a lot, since you 
took that face mask off.” 


Shouto bit the inside of his cheek, blinking a few times as he considered what to say next. 
Izuku’s face was as soft as ever, his eyes looking at him with the same concern, kindness, 
even nervousness that he’d looked at him with during the Sport Festival. Just like then, a 

sense of calm washed over Shouto and he found himself talking again. 


“Tt just reminds me of my father, it reminds me of what he pushed my mother to become. It’s 
hard to see something like that ever time you look in a mirror.” 


Izuku’s face fell, he swallowed thickly and seemed to be trying to piece together a response. 
Shouto hated that he unloaded all of this onto him, it seemed like Izuku was always there to 
take this heavy emotional weight and while he’d never complain, that kind of thing can take 
its toll. 


“Tf it helps, I don’t think your scar is ugly at all, it’s... you’re---” he turned away fast enough 
to give himself whiplash, bringing his arms up to shield his face. 


“Cool. You look cool.” 


Shouto turned away so that Izuku would only see his right half. He could have a heart attack 
right then and there. Don't read too much into it, Shouto snapped at his own thoughts, 
otherwise he just would set himself up to be crushed later. Izuku would say that to anyone, he 
was just a nice person like that. He sees people hurt and tries his hardest to help, no matter 
what and no matter who. Shouto couldn’t afford to overthink it. 


“Thank you.” was all he managed to get out. 
Izuku finally turned back to face him, his eyebrows furrowed in an oddly serious expression. 


“T mean it.” his tone firm, putting his hands on Shouto’s shoulders. Intensity burning in his 
eyes and making Shouto shrink back just a little, biting his lip. 


“Okay.” Shouto said. He wouldn’t doubt it. 
Izuku smiled, a warm smile that took all Shouto had not to melt under. 
“We should do something, ” Izuku said. “Get outside. Do you want to train?” 


He stood up from the bed, launching into a few ideas he had for training, something they 
could both use quirks for. Shouto of course accepted, and they planned to meet in the locker 
room in fifteen minutes after getting their gear and some real shoes on. 


Shouto grabbed his phone and bag with training gear and headed out the door, glancing back 
one last time. The word cool swam through his head, and Shouto wasn't sure how he felt 
about it. He'd been called cool by many people. Izuku has called many different people cool. 


He blew a puff of air up to move some hair off his face, annoyed that he couldn't tell the 
difference between his usual overthinking or his feelings. When it came to Izuku, Shouto 
didn't feel like he could read him as well. He didn't trust himself to be accurate, as his brain 
would look for any detail to latch onto and prove that Izuku did or did not return his feelings. 
It frustrated him to no end. Shouto would probably only take Izuku's word, his confirmation, 
as facts. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Chapter 7 


Shouto closed the door to his room behind him and walked to the locker room, resolving that 
he needed to act like a normal friend from this point forward. He texted Izuku that he was on 
his way, and got a rather quick response. 


“Be there in a few!” with a smiling emoji. Shouto smiled at his phone screen, but once out of 
the dorm building he stuffed his phone in his pocket, expression impassive again as usual. 
The locker room was empty, somewhat normal for a Saturday afternoon. He changed into his 
usual tank top and sweatpants, opting for his boots as he knew that he was going to be using 
his quirk and normal shoes didn't prevent him from slipping on ice. 


“Here!” Izuku announced his entrance into the locker room and set his bag and phone down 
on the bench near the lockers. He gave Shouto a once over look, eyeing him for a moment 
before turning away quickly to open his locker. Shouto suddenly felt a little self-conscious. 
He picked up his phone, keeping his eyes on it as Izuku changed into his workout clothes. 


Except for when he snuck a peek to see Izuku take his shirt off. It was interesting how on 
such a small frame he was so muscular, even with a little bit of teenage chubbiness around his 
middle. He was solid yet still soft somehow, maybe that’s why he gave such comfortable 
hugs. Though heart had to be a part of that too. 


Staring would be a bad move, and Shouto knew this, so he forced himself to not keep 
looking. He took a long drink from his water bottle. 


“I’m ready!” Izuku had shorts and a t-shirt on, his white gloves shoved in his pocket and of 
course those signature red boots. Shouto bit the inside of his cheek as he thought about how 
nice Izuku looked, even in workout clothes. 


“Okay, let’s go.” Shouto said, tucking his water bottle into the crook of his elbow, turning a 
little too quickly toward the exit. Izuku picked up his phone and followed Shouto out. 


They went to the field, picking a mostly clear spot of grass away from any other training 
sessions. Even with the weather cooling off the sun occasionally warmed them from behind a 
few errant clouds, with no breeze to negate it. 


Shouto faced Izuku, who was already in a low stance bouncing a little on his feet to loosen 
up. He starting pulling his gloves on, holding his hands out and flexing them like he was 
testing to see if they still worked. Shouto stretched a little, watching Izuku out of the corner 
of his eye. 


Once ready, Izuku stood up to full height, that determined grin on his face. 


“Ready?” Shouto asked, facing him. They were only a few feet apart, not close enough to 
touch. 


“Don't go easy on me!” Izuku was serious, but still smiling. 


“Wouldn't dream of it.’ Shouto said. 


Shouto ran forward toward Izuku, ice collecting in his palm and freezing the grass under his 
feet. Izuku’s quirk crackled across his skin like purplish electricity, his fist wound back to 
strike. He jumped to the side to avoid a hit and nearly slipped on the frost, causing him to 
only narrowly avoid another hit. 


“If you freeze me you're thawing me.” Izuku huffed, finally managing to land a hit to 
Shouto's shoulder. Despite his own strength, Izuku hits hard and Shouto hissed. 


“No, I’m leaving you as a popsicle. If I can even get you.” Shouto was fast but Izuku was 
easily faster, and hitting him was actually fairly tough since he moved like a rabbit. 


Flames crawled up Shouto’s left arm, and Izuku started to charge up power before running at 
him, swinging a punch with enough air pressure to blow Shouto back. 


“Was that a joke?” Izuku asked, incredulous. Shouto shot fire, only for Izuku to slide under it, 
but he was met with a wall of ice and would have nearly slammed into it had he not shattered 
it down with a flick of his finger. 


“T'm not going to entertain that question.” Shouto replied, a slight smile tugging at his lips to 
show that he was joking. He knew that Izuku could tell. 


As they got into the fight, it felt as if nothing else really existed. Shouto almost forgot the 
mess of feelings in his chest and just moved, feeling the crackle of ice and lick of fire against 
his skin. Training on his own terms, training in a way that he liked was cathartic, a release of 
tension and something to focus on that wasn’t internal. Freezing cold and blistering heat 
against his skin took his mind away from anything but that physical feeling, the rapid rise and 
fall of temperature. Shouto let out a breath, almost like a sigh of content that came out in a 
cold puff of air. 


He dodged a blow, and managed to freeze part of Izuku's arm before he jumped back, leading 
to Izuku making an annoyed noise and shattering the ice from his arm. Igniting from hand to 
shoulder, Shouto used the opportunity to bring his temperature back up, especially since 
Izuku had just pointed out that he was shivering. Sometimes he just didn’t notice when his 
temperature was unbalanced, as numbness would often set in. 


The two sparred for a while, regular combat and quirk usage when it wouldn't completely 
obliterate the other person. Shouto was still trying to catch up on using his fire, as he still 
wasn't used to it as much. He tried to make those blue flames he'd seen his father use, but 
only managed it for a split second before they went back to orange. 


“T saw blue!” Izuku called from a safe distance, “You should try that spear thing!” 


Shouto wiped sweat from his forehead and held his left hand out, trying to get a feeling for 
how his father managed to shape flames into a spear, only to have it fizzle out. He growled in 
frustration. 


Izuku walked back over to him, adjusting his gloves. 


“T'm definitely more comfortable with ice.” Shouto said. His body was hot and he was 
sweating, and looking at Izuku, he wasn't the only one. “Fire is harder to control.” 


Izuku only nodded in agreement. 


Frost crept up his arms and the side of Shouto’s face in an attempt to cool him off. Izuku took 
a Sly little side step to Shouto's right, standing so their arms brushed together. 


“Nice and cool...” he mumbled, closing his eyes in contentment like a cat sitting in a patch of 
sunlight. 


Taking a few steps away, the ice fizzled off Shouto’s cheek and arms as his temperature shot 
back up. 


““We- we should keep going.” he offered, rubbing the back of his neck with an icy hand to try 
and cool down. 


Izuku stumbled back, lips pressed together in a wobbly frown. 
“Yeah- yeah we should!” 


They kept sparring for a while, Shouto kept his quirk use to a minimum, feeling tired already 
from the energy it sapped from him. Temperature regulation takes more energy than it would 
let on, and while he had the stamina to fight for a while, Shouto still had to deal with how 
drained his quirk made him feel. 


Izuku directed a charged punch at Shouto’s rib cage, sending a shock coursing through him as 
he was knocked off his feet. He fell back into the grass with a small grunt of pain, blinking a 
few times as he tried to piece together what had just happened. 


“Oh fuck, are you okay Shouto?” Izuku ran the few steps of distance between them, leaning 
down with his hands on his knees to look at him, eyes wide with worry, “I’m sorry! I didn't 
mean to!” 


Shouto let out a short almost-laugh, “I’m fine, you got me good though.” 


Izuku stared for a second before chuckling nervously, a gloved hand over his mouth. He held 
his other hand out, “I was worried I’d knocked you out or something.” 


“Please, you can’t knock me out with a punch.” Shouto said, taking Izuku’s hand, feeling as 
if a few sparks had landed on his fingertips. For a moment, he thought about pulling Izuku 
down with him. But then what would he do? Izuku helped pull him up, mostly as a kind 
gesture and not because Shouto really needed the help. He stood upright, one hand on his side 
where Izuku had punched him, the other still holding Izuku's hand. 


“T can still worry! Sometimes I’m surprised at my own power.” Izuku said, sheepish. Shouto 
wondered how even at his age Izuku still seemed shocked that his quirk had the raw 
destructive power that it had. Presumably Izuku would have known about it, but then again 
he maybe was never able to use it until he had formal training. 


They were standing across from each other in the middle of the grass, still rather close and 
their hands clasped together. Shouto didn't want to let go, and for a second he entertained the 
notion that maybe Izuku didn’t want to either. The wind kicked up a little, ruffling Izuku’s 
hair. He was looking at Shouto, a nervous smile on his face and color blooming on his 
cheeks. Shouto’s heart threatened to jump out of his chest it was beating so fast. 


“T like when your hair does that.” Izuku said, pointing with his other hand at Shouto’s head, 
“When the red and white get all messed up.” 


“Thanks...” was all Shouto managed to get out, looking down at the grass around their feet. 
He wanted to say something back, maybe that his freckles looked really cute against the 
slight flush of his face, or that his smile was adorable. Shouto tried to shut his brain up, 
convinced that somehow Izuku could hear his thoughts. 


“Uh, Shouto? You’re still holding onto my hand.” Izuku then timidly pointed out. 


Shouto mumbled an apology and dropped his hand. Izuku looked just as embarrassed as he 
felt, a wobbly smile drawn across his face. Shouto wished he hadn’t been a complete idiot 
just then. 


“Should...? Should we keep going?” Izuku asked, he didn't look him in the eyes. Shouto 
nodded. They took their ready stances, and started back into their sparring. Shouto thought it 
funny that one minute he could be fighting someone, even in a friendly way, and then think 
about kissing them, and then go right back to sparring. He played through what just happened 
in his head, imagining instead that he had pulled Izuku in for a kiss. Then he realized that yes 
he was thinking about making out when he should be sparring and yes he almost didn't dodge 
a blow to the face and yes he just landed a pretty hard ice-covered punch on Izuku, who flew 
backwards and hit the grass with a thud. A stab of panic rose in Shouto’s throat. 


“Holy shit did you see that?” Kaminari shouted from a few yards away. Some of their other 
friends trailed behind him. 


Shouto debated running over to Izuku, but he’d already gotten to his feet, though a little 
wobbly. The front of his shirt was covered in frost from the punch. 


“You okay?” Uraraka called. Her pink tracksuit was a little ridiculous, but it matched Tsuyu’s 
green one so it seemed to be intentional. She started jogging over to them. 


“I’m fine!” Izuku smoothed his t-shirt, some flakes of ice falling onto the grass, “That was 
some punch though!” 


“Sorry...” Shouto was well aware that it didn't really hurt Izuku, but etiquette says you 
apologize when you do something like that to a training partner. He’d never been so 
distracted while training before, but he vowed not to let that happen again, lest it be fire next 
time. 


“Jeez Todoroki!” Kaminari said, then he looked at Shouto for a few seconds before 
mumbling in a very different tone, “‘also jeez Todoroki. ” 


Jirou rolled her eyes, “Kami are you incapable of looking at an attractive person without 
turning into an idiot?” 


Kaminari shrugged, “I'm sorry, do you see Todoroki's arms?” 
“T’m taken Kaminari.” She replied bluntly, but the twinkle of mirth in her eye was not lost. 


Kaminari grumbled under his breath in response. Shouto rubbed his shoulder, feeling that 
same sort of self-conscious feeling Izuku gave him before. Shouto wasn't sure if Kaminari 
knew he could hear him, but then again he probably wouldn't care. Kaminari was nothing if 
not shameless in his expression of attraction to people. 


Izuku went and sat next to Uraraka and Tsuyu. Jirou and Kaminari joined them, all in a group 
in the grass. Yaoyorozu turned to Shouto, arms crossed over her chest. 


“Will you spar with me?” 
Shouto shrugged, he wasn’t too tired yet, “Sure.” 


Going easy on her would be a mistake, as she was another person Shouto could count on to 
be able to go toe to toe with in a fight, especially at her best. Raising an arm up in a signal to 
start, Yaoyorozu took on a look of deep concentration, eyes focused on Shouto as he reached 
forward, arm igniting. 


Yaoyorozu was ready. She produced a large silvery cloak from her back and wrapped it 
around herself, deflecting Shouto’s fire like it was nothing. 


“Go Momo!” Jirou shouted from the sideline, a soda bottle in hand. Smiling, Yaoyorozu 
looked in her direction, narrowly dodging a few large ice spikes. She was very serious, as 
usual, but she was also clearly showing off a little for Jirou. 


“Gay!” Kaminari shouted, earning a punch in the arm from Jirou and a “you’re one to talk!” 


Shouto glanced over to Izuku, only barely dodging a blow to the torso. Izuku was watching 
him intently, eyes wide. He was of course smiling, and his cheeks were still a little flushed 
from fighting. Despite the fact that Izuku knew Shouto’s power well, Shouto considered 
whether or not he should show off a little. 


“You’re distracted.” Yaoyorozu said when she lunged in close, winding Shouto’s arms with a 
fireproof length of capture tape. 


Shouto only made a noncommittal noise and froze the tape, in the process freezing 
Yaoyorozu’s hands solid. Then he held his left arm out for her to put her frozen hands on, 
generating heat to thaw them. 


“Sorry about that, I’m not trying to freeze your hands off.” 


Yaoyorozu winced at the cold, but didn’t respond until she looked over at the others after 
Jirou yelled “Foul play Todoroki! Lose ten points!” 


She smiled at them and shouted back, “It’s fine everyone!” Then she turned back to Shouto, a 
sly look on her face. 


“T see you looking at Midoriya,” her voice was low enough so that only Shouto would be able 
to hear it. 


“Whatever.” Shouto said, trying to be impassive. 


“You really do have it bad.” She said. Her smile said that she was only lightly poking at 
Shouto with no ill intention, which was a given. Now that Yaoyorozu knew she covertly 
teased him whenever she got the chance. Still, Shouto frowned. 


“Am I that obvious?” He stole a glance over to Izuku, who waved at him. Shouto had to look 
away to hide the smile on his face. 


“Yes.” She was laughing but trying to be subtle about it, “You're so lovesick.” 
“Look who's talking.” Shouto said, then he paused, “Lovesick?” 
“Absolutely” 

Shouto shook his head, “That makes me feel... kind of stupid.” 


Having a crush was bad for the ego. And the term lovesick sounded so foreign, like it was a 
concept that just didn’t mesh with him. 


Yaoyorozu held her thawed hands out, knuckles red from the cold, clenching and unclenching 
her fists to test if they were actually functional. 


“You fool everyone into thinking you're cool because of your quirk, but deep down you're a 
dork. You and Midoriya are good match.” 


Shouto didn’t respond to that, mostly because he had no idea how. Yaoyorozu finished 
flexing her hands, before cracking her knuckles, her fighting intent back in her eyes. 


“Okay I’m ready.” She produced a long staff from her side and brandished it. Shouto leapt 
back, narrowly dodging a swing. 


“Don't decapitate him!” Kaminari shouted. Shouto huffed a little at the thought of a staff 
being able to take his head off. Though Yaoyorozu probably could, now that he thought about 
it. 


Jirou laughed, “Do it Momo!” 
“You’re the worst!” Izuku protested, making Jirou and Kaminari start laughing all over again. 


They continued their sparring for a little while, Jirou cheering on Yaoyorozu and Izuku 
watching the battle with thoughtful intent, mumbling a little as he’s prone to do. 


After a little while Yaoyorozu stood up straight, pulling her staff behind her back with a 
flourish that meant she was done. 


“That’s it?” Shouto straightened up too, sweaty and out of breath. 


Yaoyorozu shook her head, “‘No, I want to fight Kaminari next, I’ve been studying electricity 
and want to try out some new materials.” 


“Sounds good,” Shouto paused for a moment before walking to the others and sitting next to 
Izuku. He leaned back, taking a long drink from his water bottle and pushing his hair back 
out of his face. Izuku watched him, lips pressed into a timid frown as Shouto let some of his 
hair fall back into his face. They sat for a while, watching Kaminari try and fail to shock 
Yaoyorozu. 


Izuku was unusually quiet, withdrawn into a little ball with his knees pulled up to his chin, 
watching the sparring match with mild interest. Shouto mostly watched Izuku, and 
Yaoyorozu’s word ‘lovestruck’ popped into his head. Then he shooed it away, embarrassed at 
himself for thinking such a thing. Not that it wasn't true, he just felt silly to think that he was 
lovestruck over his best friend. What a situation. 


Izuku finally turned his head, looking up at Shouto from over his folded arms. 
“T’m going to go get food.” he said. 
Shouto started to stand, “I'll go with you.” 


“Where are you two off to?” Uraraka asked, her finger to her chin. Her tone was completely 
innocent but her expression seemed to be suggesting something. She gave Izuku a pointed 
look in particular. 


“We’re just going to go eat, we were training for a while.” Izuku said, making a face at 
Uraraka that Shouto couldn’t quite read. 


“Uh huh training, is that what the kids call it these days?” Kaminari shouted from where he 
was sparring Yaoyorozu. 


It took Shouto a moment to catch on, after Izuku had already started sputtering that it wasn't 
like that . 


No, but Shouto wouldn't mind if it were . 


“Don't forget! Movies, in three hours! Both of you.” Jirou said, pointing at them with her 
soda bottle. Shouto had entirely forgotten about the class movie night. They were going to 
see some kind of science fiction movie that he didn't know much about, at least he hadn't read 
the book. Izuku on the other hand had and was very excited about it, judging from the ten 
minutes he’d taken to gush about it earlier. 


After a light dinner where they discussed their training-- Izuku sharing his notes with Shouto 
on how he could train up his fire techniques-- they separated to get ready for the movie. 
Shouto went to wash up and change into nicer clothes. He was going out for a movie, Izuku 


would be there. He wanted to be casual but still look somewhat nice. Sure, he always liked to 
look decent, but he put more thought into this than usual. 


It was chillier at nights now, so he opted for jeans and a semi-nice white sweater and his 
usual blue sneakers. He eventually threw on a jacket; he wasn’t going to use his quirk to keep 
himself warm if he didn’t have to. 


Everyone met in the common room and went to the theater together. It was all of class 1-A, 
plus Aizawa and Hizashi, on the insistence that it wasn't safe without chaperones for multiple 
reasons. All twenty students were going, meaning twenty kids to keep safe or twenty kids to 
keep from destroying something. 


Not everyone had arrived yet so they milled about, Shouto chatted idly with Yaoyorozu and 
Jirou, his attention mostly occupied by their conversation until he caught Izuku from the 
corer of his eye. He turned, just a little, to see him in jeans and an All Might hoodie, 
grinning at lida as they walked together. Yaoyorozu snickered, but kept talking until it was 
time to leave for the theater. 


Izuku took a seat next to lida in the theater, and Shouto made sure that he got the seat on 
Izuku’s other side. He planned to just sit and concentrate on the movie, but he had butterflies 
in his stomach and nearly jumped when Izuku held a bag of candies in his face, offering a 
few. 


Shouto had Yaoyorozu on the other side of him, who was already started to snuggle up with 
Jirou. A little jealous, Shouto looked over at Izuku, wishing that he could do the same. 


lida leaned over from the other side of Izuku to shush everyone when the lights dimmed. The 
trailers ended, and finally the movie started, but all Shouto could think about was how Izuku 
was right next to him, his presence was distracting even when he was silently watching the 
movie like everyone else. Shouto slipped into another one of his daydreams, one where Izuku 
would just lean over and put his arm around his shoulders, pulling them closer together. 


He leaned toward Izuku a little, looking at him from the corner of his eye. His hand was on 
the armrest between their chairs, he paid it no mind. Meanwhile the movie was in the middle 
of one of the more quiet scenes, though Shouto wasn't entirely paying attention so he wasn't 
quite sure what was going on. 


Something touched the edge of his hand, something warm. Shouto’s eyes flitted down, only 
to see Izuku’s hand right next to his, touching it so lightly he swore that maybe he was 
imagining things. Not daring to look at Izuku, Shouto watched the screen intently, focused on 
trying not to immediately catch fire with how hot he felt. At such a light touch too. 


Their hands didn't move for the remainder of the movie. Shouto didn't dare try and hold 
Izuku’s hand, it was probably an accident that they were even touching, as he was hogging 
the armrest a little. Izuku was completely focused on the movie, only looking over at Shouto 
during funny scenes, as if to see if he was laughing too. A smile had crossed Shouto’s face, 


but not because of the movie. Once the credits began to roll, Izuku’s hand moved away, 
sending a wave of disappointment through him. 


Everyone left as a group, chatting about what they’d just seen. By now it was nightfall, and 
tonight dark grey overcast blocked any view of the night sky. Somehow though it made the 
air a little warmer, cozier. Fall was just around the corner anyway, making itself known by 
the crisp bite in the air. 


Shouto wanted to think that Izuku had purposefully had his hand so close, but he also didn't 
want to get his hopes up. There’s no way Shouto would ask if it was intentional or not, on the 
chance that if it weren’t he’d have to explain himself. 


Izuku walked next to Shouto, rambling about the movie in excitement, waving his hands to 
punctuate what he was saying. 


“T think they did an excellent job staying true to the plot, which is somewhat rare but they did 
leave some very important details out. I guess they had to, but still I totally think there were a 
few parts that were unnecessary and totally cut into the story, like the focus on the romance 
arc that wasn’t even a big deal in the books. They always do that though, so maybe I 
shouldn’t be surprised.” 


He went on, and Shouto walked silently next to him, hands in his pockets and looking at him 
out of the corner of his eye. He smiled, nodding along and offering his insight here and there. 


“Anyway,” Izuku paused for a second grinning, “Did you like the movie?” 
“Yeah.” He wasn't lying, but he wasn't able to form a real sentence right now. 
Izuku tilted his head, “You wanna get some snacks and hang out?” 

“Sounds good.” Shouto said, eager but trying not to let Izuku know that. 


They left the rest of the group and went to the convenience store near campus, picking out 
some snacks, mostly chips and other horrible junk food that Shouto was never allowed to 
have at his father's house. Izuku knew all the best stuff to get and would look at Shouto in 
exasperation when he said he'd never had a particular snack. And of course Shouto wanted to 
try them. 


An egregious amount of food in hand, they went back to the dorm, to Izuku’s room per his 
suggestion that they play a video game. They sat on the bed, using Izuku’s pillows as 
cushions against the wall so they could lean back. Izuku had a small TV that he had his 
consoles connected to, and they settled on the only actual co-op game Izuku had, Mario Kart. 


Shouto had never played this game before, but it wasn't that hard. Unfortunately for him 
Izuku absolutely destroys everyone he plays against in Mario Kart, in fact Kirishima had his 
own personal goal of someday hoping to win against him. Shouto stood no chance, but he 
liked the way Izuku’s face scrunched up in concentration or how he’d let out a little shriek 
when a blue shell hit him. 


After winning his third round, Izuku was chuckling at the stormy look on Shouto’s face. 


“It’s okay Shouto! You haven’t played this before. Though we haven’t even gotten to rainbow 
road yet!” 


“There needs to be a handicap.” Shouto said, an edge of playfulness on his otherwise dry 
tone, “Every item I get should be a blue shell.” 


Izuku laughed. He won another round, unable to contain himself when Shouto kept falling off 
rainbow road, his swearing becoming more intense with each fall. Then Izuku suggested they 
watch something, and Shouto suggested an internet series that he felt Izuku would like. In 
fact he was surprised Izuku didn't already know about it, seeing as it was a series that 
analyzed quirks and their applications. 


It instantly got Izuku's attention with the first episode, so they watched another one. Shouto 
didn't miss Izuku's little noise of disbelief when the host of the show said that quirks could 
only be passed on through lineages, but he didn't question it. 


Shouto hadn’t noticed that they’d slowly inched closer to one another and after a while Izuku 
leaned onto him. A feeling of calm washed over Shouto, and he leaned back into the touch. 
Izuku was making comments when an interesting point was brought up, and Shouto made a 
witty comment or two that would make Izuku laugh. At one point he laughed too, and Izuku 
had stopped laughing and stared up at him with the sort of wonder of someone looking at the 
night sky. Shouto had looked away, feeling strange under such a look. 


Somehow none of this felt weird, in fact it felt natural. Shouto’s heart wasn’t pounding, his 
body wasn’t rigid with nerves. This was comfortable, they were comfortable. 


Shouto had to lean forward to click on the next episode, making Izuku sit up with a whine. 

As soon as Shouto sat back again, Izuku was back to leaning on him, eventually using 
Shouto’s shoulder as a pillow. The chatter petered out, and once the episode had almost ended 
he noticed that the reason Izuku hadn’t been talking was because he’d dozed off, breathing 
softly against Shouto’s neck on his warm side, drooling a little onto Shouto’s shoulder. With 
as much care as he could, Shouto shifted the pillows he had against his back so he could relax 
against the wall just a little more. 


Would Izuku be doing this awake? Yes, actually he would. He’d seen his not-romantically 
involved classmates fall asleep on each other and cuddle like this before. Heck, Ashido had a 
rather cute photo on her phone of the time Izuku fell asleep on Iida in the common room. 
And one time after getting sick Bakugo had fallen asleep on Kirishima, but of course nobody 
was to speak of that. 


Shouto sat for a while, just breathing in the smell of Izuku’s hair, eyelids heavy with 
sleepiness. Izuku looked so peaceful, lips parted slightly and some tufts of green hair 
brushing his eyelashes and freckled cheeks. Shouto couldn't stop looking at Izuku’s sleeping 
face, wondering briefly if staring was creepy; he certainly didn’t want to be creepy to Izuku. 


He let himself relax again, snuggled against Izuku. Might as well savor what he's got right 
now, and he was much too tired to care about what would happen when they wake up. Right 


now he was comfortable, even sitting up with just a pillow to cushion him against the wall. 
He had Izuku’s warmth, and Shouto managed to doze off, his cheek resting on the top of 
Izuku’s head. 


Chapter 8 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


At some time in the early morning before the sun was even close to rising, Shouto woke up to 
Izuku trying to worm himself out from where he’d nestled against him. They’d been pressed 
together, leaning on each other against a pile of pillows and Izuku’s comforter. Izuku had 
remained firmly snuggled against Shouto’s left side, with his head tucked into the crook of 
his neck. Shouto had wanted to wrap his arms around him, but considered it best not to push 
the boundary much further. 


Izuku managed to detangle himself, but still let out a little squeak when their eyes met. 


“Sorry Shouto! I didn't mean to wake you up.” He was a little red in the face, rubbing the 
back of his neck sheepishly, looking away to the corner of the room. 


“Also, sorry I fell asleep on you... I uh, I’m sure you want to go back to your room to sleep, 
sorry.” 


Shouto actually didn't, but it would be best if he did. 


“Oh.” He said, blinking the sleep from his eyes. They’d been asleep for a while, it must have 
been around 4 A.M. Luckily they didn’t have school tomorrow. 


Shouto pulled himself off the bed, still groggy and feeling oddly sore from sleeping sitting 
up. He raised his arms up to stretch his back, tugging his sweater down when it rode up a 
little on his stomach. Izuku stared at him, eyes wide and cheeks certainly getting pinker. 


“You're really warm when you sleep.” Izuku said, a small smile on his face, “It was like 
sleeping next to a heater.” 


“Well, you were on my left.” Shouto said, “Guess next time you should sleep on the other 
side.” 


Izuku blushed, covering his face with his arm, and Shouto realized what he’d said. Before he 
could even formulate an explanation for that slip up, Izuku was already talking. 


“You- You should probably go back to your room now.” he said, turning his face away so that 
Shouto could only see his messy green curls. His heart sank a little. 


“Okay... Goodnight Izuku.” was all he could bring himself to say. Whether it was the 
situation or what he had just said, Shouto felt stupid. He grabbed his bag from the floor and 
slung it on. 


“Goodnight, see you tomorrow?” 


Shouto opened the door, looking over his shoulder to nod. Hoping his voice wouldn’t catch in 
his throat, he responded. 


“See you tomorrow.” 


Walking back to his dorm at this hour felt odd. Though it felt like early morning, it was still 
completely dark and therefore felt simultaneously too early and too late. He knew mostly 
everyone would be asleep, even for the weekend. 


In passing Sero’s room and he heard laughter from behind the door. Maybe not everyone. 
Still, he didn't want to be seen coming back from Izuku's room this late, should one of the 
rowdier members of the class make some suggestive comments that Shouto knew would 
embarrass him. 


Once in his own room, Shouto let out a long sigh of relief that he’d managed to sneak back 
undetected. Practice, he figured. He put on pajama pants and a t-shirt and sat down on his 
bed, holding his sweater in both hands. He brought it up to his nose, practically smothering 
his face into the soft white knitwear. It smelled like Izuku, that fresh warm smell like grass 
and sunshine, if that could be made into a scent. 


He pulled his comforter up, burying himself under it, the sweater lying next to his pillow ina 
pile. His head felt heavy, pressing into his pillow like it was lead and despite how tired he 
was he couldn’t feel himself drifting off to sleep. Sometimes that was normal, he either slept 
for twelve hours or for three and nightmares would eat into that time regardless. He hadn’t 
had a true nightmare recently, only little ones, not that his sleeping habits got any better. 


Shouto sighed again, he’d be up at eight for sure, as he was incapable of sleeping in even on 
a weekend. That was just his upbringing. 


Maybe he’d go talk to Izuku tomorrow, ask him once and for all what they were. There 
wasn’t a simple answer, and he knew that Izuku nor him could talk about it without Shouto 
admitting how he felt. Though he was good at keeping his thoughts hidden, this was oddly 
different. At points he feared it would all just spill out, like he’d trip and suddenly be unable 
to contain it, and Izuku made it seem so easy to talk about anything. 


Shouto wasn't even sure what was going on was real. Considering everything that happened, 
maybe he could believe that Izuku might have feelings for him. Or maybe Shouto just didn’t 
know what level of affection is too far for best friends. Either way he couldn’t stop the idea 
from taking up residence in his mind, and he smiled. Once he woke up this would surely 
change, but for now he drifted off to sleep, face buried in his sweater. 


It was a rainy Saturday morning and Shouto woke up just a little later than usual, still a little 
sleepy from last night. He needed to see Yaoyorozu. She might have an idea about what to do 
with all of this. After all, she was the one who actually was successful in dating her best 
friend and crush, if anyone had advice it would be her. 

He texted her, and she responded that she was in her room working on a project. Of course 
she was an early riser like Shouto was. He pulled on a sweatshirt and crossed the hall, 
knocking on her door, immediately to be invited in. 


“Good morning.” Yaoyorozu spun around in her desk chair in a black sweatshirt with a red 
insignia on it that was obviously Jirou’s. She took her reading glasses off and set them neatly 
next to an encyclopedia sized book open on her desk. 


“Would you like tea?” she offered. 


“Sure.” 


Yaoyorozu turned on the electric kettle on her desk, and selected a strawberry green tea that 
Shouto was fond of, putting a tea bag into a blue mug decorated with snowflakes. 
Shouto sat on the edge of her bed, hands folded in his lap. 


“So you went and spent time with Midoriya after the movie?” Yaoyorozu asked, “How was 
it?” 


Shouto looked at his hands. 


“Good. We watched a movie and then some Hero Theory videos because I thought he’d 


enjoy it.” 


Then he looked up, involuntarily smiling, “We also ate a lot of junk food. I don’t know why 
but we always seem to do that. He usually finds out I haven’t had something, and he just has 
to make sure I do.” 


His tone was filled with fondness, he was unable to keep it from his voice. 
“You two are good together.” Yaoyorozu said, “I’ve heard several others in class say that 


too.” 


Shouto turned a bit red. A brief panic tore through him that he was too obvious, that everyone 
could tell and was talking about it, about them. 


“But continue. You two ate a bunch of snacks and watched TV and then what?” 


“He fell asleep, on me. And I fell asleep on him.” Shouto said. 


“So you basically cuddled?” 


Shouto shrugged, “In a way.” 


He relayed the details to her, keeping it simple and to the point but with what Yaoyorozu had 
once described as the ‘dry wit’ Shouto apparently had mastered. Both she and Izuku had 
commented that he was funny when he didn’t intend on it, and he wasn’t sure if he was to 
take that as a compliment or to be worried that he wasn’t being taken seriously. 


“T knew it.” Yaoyorozu was bouncing a little in her seat, “I knew it. Oh, Todoroki you should 
tell him how you feel.” 


“Wait hold on.” Shouto said, he wasn't about to leave out the part that negated all that 
giddiness he'd felt earlier. Yaoyorozu paused, handing him a steaming mug of tea. Shouto 
held the little string at the end of the tea bag, playing with it absently as he continued. 


“He didn't seem so happy when he woke up. He wanted me to leave pretty much 
immediately.” 


She waved her hand dismissively, “He was probably embarrassed! You would be too. In fact 
I know you were.” 


Shouto made a face like he was trying to decide how to answer. He was embarrassed, sure, 
but because he felt he’d been doing something Izuku wasn't exactly inclined to. And he said 
something to suggest that they do it again. He hoped Izuku wasn’t dwelling on that like he 
was. 


“T just wanted to stay like that. It was comfortable. But he freaked out a little, so I'm not sure 
it was the same for him. Plus I said something weird.” 


“What did you say?” 


“He said I get really warm when I sleep, and since he was on the left I just said ‘oh well 
maybe next time sleep on my right so it’s not too warm,’ and I realize now that was weird.” 


Yaoyorozu made an undignified snort, “Maybe you will get to sleep together again...” 


“Don’t.” 


“Tf you know what I mean.” 


Shouto pressed his lips together. 


“You're blushing!” she exclaimed. 


He certainly was and not only that but he had an image in his mind that was only making it 
worse. Of course Yaoyorozu had to go there, she’d been hinting at it and as proper as she 
acted around most people, Shouto knew better. This was the girl that was dating Jirou Kyoka, 
after all. 


Shouto cleared his throat, mostly to annoy her. 


“Back to the situation at hand here. I think we may have crossed a line and I’m not sure Izuku 
was okay with it. I am, but only if he is too.” 


Yaoyorozu hummed in understanding, her mug between her hands. 


“You don’t know unless you talk to him.” 


“T want to, but I’ve never done anything like that. I don’t know how to talk about it.” Shouto 
said. This was one of the more embarrassing things to admit. 
Yaoyorozu reached forward, putting her hand on Shouto’s shoulder. 


“He will understand. You can be awkward and he probably will not even care. He’s awkward 
too you know. You should just tell him.” 


Shouto just responded with a noncommittal noise of ‘I'll consider it.’ He wasn't going to 
consider it. At least not right now. There were times he fantasized about confessing to Izuku, 
but in those he was much less awkward, somehow able to put words together in a way that 
was romantic and would always work. It didn’t matter with Izuku, when he acted nervous it 
was cute, charming even. He could be a stuttering, blushing mess and it would still do 
disastrous things to Shouto’s heart. 


“Todoroki.” Yaoyorozu’s tone erred on the side of scolding, “You're so in love just tell him. 
Remember, Plus Ultra.” 
“Don't use our school motto on my love life.” Shouto said blandly. 


“According to lida it applies to every aspect of our lives, so once again, Plus Ultra Todoroki.” 
she shrugged, a smug smile on her face. 
“I’m going to have lunch.” Shouto said, face going completely blank. 


What he needed was a walk to clear his head. Though he was already thinking about a nice 
bowl of noodles, he knew that eating would at least alleviate some of the turbulence he felt. 
Having a crush taught him that he does stress eat. 


“Hold on.” Yaoyorozu’s voice had dropped to a more hushed tone, “Tonight Kyoka and 
Kaminari are going to be hosting a bit of a get together. You’re coming.” 
Shouto blinked, thrown off a little. 


“I’m not really one for parties.” Shouto said. Not that he went to parties. Not that he knew 
how to act at parties. He’s been to fancy hero parties with his father, charity benefit events 
where Endeavor acted like he wasn’t rotten to the core, but never a party of kids his own age. 


“T know, I'm not either but it should be laid back, and I don’t want to be the only awkward 
one there.” Shouto scowled but she continued. 

“Besides, Midoriya is probably going to be there.” Yaoyorozu twirled a piece of hair around 
in her fingers, giving Shouto an un-Yaoyorozu-like smirk. Jirou was definitely rubbing off on 
her. 


“Oh?” Shouto couldn’t keep the sudden interest out of his tone. Despite the awkwardness of 
last night, he wanted to try and spend time with him to prove that he could act normal. 


“Mmm-hmmm.” She said, “So it should be fun, we are all more or less friends here. What do 
you think?” 


The question was open now. Shouto considered. Izuku did always want him to participate in 
class related get-togethers, and often was his anchor so that he didn't feel completely 
overwhelmed. He could handle it, he had nothing better to do, and Izuku would be there. 
Shouto took a deep breath. 


<TH] go.” 


Shouto had a quiet day working on homework and taking a long nap, hoping to keep himself 
occupied before the party. He kept glancing at his phone, checking the time, nervous 
anticipation leaking into his train of thought. Being nervous for a party was completely 
ridiculous, and Shouto pondered if he was he was an awkward nerd after all. 

There was no word from Izuku until about nine at night, when he texted Shouto to ask if he 
was going Jirou’s room for the party. He responded with a yes, and a small jolt went down his 
spine when Izuku responded with a “good! See you there!” 


Eleven o’clock at night rolled around, and Jirou’s room was crowded with some of class 1-A. 
She was controlling the music, sitting on Yaoyorozu’s lap by her DJ setup, and they seemed 
to be having a great time. The volume level was surprisingly low, though that was a 
precaution against a teacher, or lida, finding and busting them all. 

Jirou and Kaminari had somehow gotten ahold of alcohol, and when asked only said that they 
could never reveal their secrets. Yaoyorozu had protested, but wanted to try a drink anyway. 


“What are you talking about?!” she was loud for once, “I’m not anywhere close to drunk!” 


“Babe you are already gone!” Jirou laughed, drinking from a bottle of sake before handing it 
to a very drunk Kaminari. Meanwhile Kirishima and Ashido had decided to try shots, and 
were now dancing without a care in the world. 


Shouto sat at the edge of the room, he was partway through a bottle of soju and actually 
feeling buzzed. Izuku was sitting close, drinking sake with Uraraka and Tsuyu, his face 
already flushed an adorable pink from the alcohol. It really brought out his freckles, and with 
the green of his hair he was a bit like a strawberry. He smiled at Shouto. 


“This is good huh?” Clearly he was having trouble with volume control, as his voice was 
quite loud. 


“How much have you had?” Shouto asked, not about to let him go overboard, that would 
only be a disaster. 


“Like, this much?” Izuku said, holding up the half empty bottle, “Some of this was Uraraka I 
swear.” 


He held onto Shouto’s arm as he talked. Not that Shouto minded, he just drank and listened to 
him, feeling the warmth of intoxication spread through his body. Somehow it was a different 
warmth than that of his quirk, and a different warmth still from that of feeling Izuku clinging 
to him. 


Bakugo had stepped out of the room for a moment, prompting Kirishima to start talking, 
loudly enough that the room could hear over the music, proclaiming that he, a man with good 
taste, thought Bakugo was hot. Kaminari agreed with him, while Ashido started laughing at 
them both and making fun of them for having terrible taste. Shouto rolled his eyes. 


“Look Kiri’s right, he's got a good body, don't be mad at it.” Kaminari said, taking a drink. 


Ashido cackled, “Dude please he's like, mid-tier in this class.” 


“Oh, and who is top tier?” Kirishima asked, grinning that shark-like grin of his. 


“Ha, that's easy!” Ashido said, “Todoroki and you.” 


Shouto nearly choked on a sip of soju. Izuku blinked back what seemed to be shock. 


“You like redheads, clearly.” Kaminari said, “Not that I blame you.” 


“Pfft like I'd date any of you, I just appreciate a pretty boy when I see one.” 


Bakugo returned, but the conversation continued the same awkward line, as everyone was too 
drunk to have a filter now. 


“Hey Deku?” Ashido turned to Izuku, grinning, “What do you think?” 


“About what?” Izuku asked, still keeping his arm hooked around Shouto’s. 


“Who are the cutest people in this class, duh.” 


Izuku squeaked, immediately drawing his knees up to his chest so he could hide his face 
behind them. He could just say himself and everyone would probably agree, at least Shouto 
would agree. 


“Can I decline to comment?” he asked shakily. Ashido laughed. 


“Come on! Everyone thinks you’re a cutie! And they wanna know!” 


Izuku shook his head, still hiding his face, “No!” 


“Todoroki?” Ashido turned to Shouto, black and yellow eyes shining with unfiltered glee, 
“You’re class 1-A’s pretty boy, who do you think is attractive?” 


Shouto shook his head. The title ‘Prettiest Boy in Class’ still made him uncomfortable at 
best. 


“T’m not saying anything.” 


“You two are no fun!” Ashido said, “Though I guess you’d probably just say each other.” 


Another little shriek sounded from Izuku, muffled by his arms. Shouto just bit his lip. He 
would in fact say Izuku was the cutest boy in class and it slightly annoyed him that Ashido 
was right. 


Ashido let them be, flouncing away to bother Kaminari about something. 


Shouto just took another drink, watching Izuku sway with his bottle of sake in hand. Uraraka 
had long since gone to the other side of the room to talk to Hagakure and Tokoyami, leaving 
the two of them together. 


Izuku was a giggly drunk, leaning on Shouto as he talked, seeming to have left any weirdness 
behind him. Honestly, Shouto loved it. He leaned back, letting himself loosen up just a bit. 


Before long the party had gotten loud enough for lida to catch wind of it, and everyone 
scattered as best they could. Shouto ended up in Izuku’s room, having had to redirect him 
from going to the roof with Uraraka and Tsuyu. With a soft thud Izuku flopped onto his bed, 
looking at the ceiling. Shouto hesitated before taking a seat on the edge of the bed, eyes on 
Izuku. Neither of them were too far gone, but both were easily drunk. 


“Shoucchan?”’ 


Shouto blinked, trying to register what he just heard. 


“Sorry, I just thought of that and thought it was cute.” Izuku said, he was giggling 
uncontrollably. Shouto smiled. His head felt fuzzy, like it was full of cotton. Each movement 
felt like he was going faster than he actually was, like he could feel his body move quicker 
than he could see it. He brushed some hair out of his eyes, looking at Izuku as he sat up to 
grab his sake bottle. Shouto swatted his hand away. 


“No more for you.” He tried to sound stern but it came out like he was teasing. Izuku leaned 
forward so that their faces were not even a foot apart, bursting into a fit of giggles. 


“You aren’t All Might, or my mom! This is my sake!” 


Shouto let out a short laugh, “I could be All Might for all you know right now.” 
“Then I’d be in trouble!” 


Shouto just stared, transfixed by just how cute Izuku was. His pink cheeks dusted with 
freckles and his bright smile, he was ethereal. 


“You don’t laugh very much, but I like when you do.” Izuku said softly once he’d stopped 
laughing. Shouto felt a flutter in his stomach. 


He wanted to reach out, do something. He was close enough. Just feel Izuku's soft hair in his 
fingers, kiss him, pull him close and not let go. There was a lot he wanted, but he couldn't 
bring himself to do it. 


Izuku was looking at him, green eyes a little hazy from the alcohol, but still that clear green 
like early spring, always capable of making Shouto melt a little. 


“Your eyes are pretty.” Shouto said before he could stop himself. He clamped a hand over his 
mouth, cheeks starting to burn. That was just the kind of stupid, loose-lipped comment he’d 
hoped to avoid forever, but he had alcohol in his system and apparently that was going to be 
what blew everything. Izuku hid his face in his hands, and letting out a squeak in 
embarrassment. Even his neck was flushed red. 


“Shouto!” Izuku whined like he was publicly embarrassed by a parent. 


Shouto tried to collect himself, “I uh, sorry I didn't mean- I mean I did mean it but I didn't 
mean to say it.” He was completely red in the face, “All of you is nice to look at... not just 
your eyes.” 


He couldn't get himself to shut up, his alcohol-induced rambling was going to be the end of 
him, maybe everything, who even knows? Shouto looked at his hands, trying to write this off 
as casual, even when his heart was thundering in his chest. 


“You really think so?” Izuku sat cross-legged next to Shouto, putting the sake bottle down on 
his bedside table. When had he even gotten ahold of that? 

Shouto had to consider for a moment. He did mean it, in fact he was sure what he said wasn't 
strong enough to encompass his feelings at all. Izuku wasn’t just nice to look at. But he 
couldn't say that. However, he still meant it, and they're both drunk so... 


“Of course I do.” 


“Oh well...” Izuku tilted his head, a smile playing at his lips, “All of you is nice to look at 
too! I mean...” he looked away, “you’re really attractive.” 


Shouto looked down so that Izuku could only see the ice half of him, holding his hand up to 
hide the scarred side of his face. 


“Me?” he couldn't look Izuku in the eyes, not after a comment like that. 


Izuku’s hand was on top of his, fingers wrapping around his palm, the other hand gently 
pressed to the side of Shouto’s head, guiding him to look Izuku. Shouto resisted a little until 
he met Izuku’s eyes intently staring into his own. He gently pulled Shouto’s hand away from 
his face, leaning in close again, eyes half-lidded as they flitted from Shouto’s scar to look him 
in the eyes. 


“You're really pretty.” Izuku murmured. 


Shouto’s eyes filled with tears, and he tried in vain to blink them back. He certainly didn’t 
want to cry. He wasn’t really used to crying, if that made sense. It was something he’d had to 
avoid at all costs from a young age, so it felt so wrong, so dangerous to cry. This was Izuku 
Midoriya, his best friend, the cutest boy he’s ever seen and the person who’s saved him more 
than once, capturing his heart in the process. That Izuku just called him pretty. 


“Shouto?” 


Too embarrassed to look at Izuku, he turned away and brought his hands up to hide his face. 
No part of him ever believed he deserved to be called anything close to pretty, not when half 
of his face looked just like that of his father. And especially not with a giant scar that just 
drew more attention to it. But with Izuku saying it, maybe he could believe it. Without the 
barriers of sobriety to keep him back, tears spilled out on to his cheeks and he started shaking 
with sobs. 


“Why are you crying?” Izuku scrambled a little, inching closer so he could pull Shouto into a 
hug, squeezing him tightly around his shoulders. Of anyone who could see him cry like this, 
Shouto was thankful that it was Izuku. He cried enough for more than one person, he 
certainly understood. 


“T’m sorry! I didn't mean to upset you!” Izuku said, squeezing so tight that it almost hurt. 
Shouto buried his face against Izuku’s shoulder, leaving tear stains on the blue fabric of his 
hoodie. Izuku’s warmth seeped into him, caring warmth that Shouto always craved, and 
always found with him. And this way he could hide his face while he cried, he was too 
embarrassed to do anything else. 


“T don't know what’s gotten into me,” he sobbed, “It’s just... I-” 


Izuku’s hand pressed soothing circles on Shouto’s back. Leaning his head just a little, his 
cheek rested against Shouto’s head. 


“Well, I mean it and I mean both halves.” Izuku’s voice was soft, “You don't look like 
Endeavor, and you don't act like him either.” 


Shouto hiccupped. Izuku was warm and smelled nice and it felt good to be in his arms, even 
if he was blubbering like this. The emotional impact of what Izuku was saying only made 
him want to cry more. His hands gripped the fabric of Izuku’s hoodie, pulling him closer. 


“I’m sorry, I’m a mess.” Shouto still didn't look up, his voice muffled into Izuku’s shoulder, 
“T don't remember the last time I cried like this.” 


“Can’t relate,” Izuku joked softly, “I do this a few times a week it seems.” 


“T know, and sometimes I wish you didn't.” Finally Shouto could look up, “I mean, I like that 
part of you, but it’s hard to watch you cry.” 


“How do you think I feel right now?” Now Izuku was tearing up, “I’ve never seen you cry 
like this before.” 


He had seen Shouto cry, when he used his fire against him in the Sport Festival. But those 
tears were adrenaline, the result of catharsis, of thawing part of himself he’d kept frozen for 
so long. Those tears weren’t like these. 


Shouto held onto Izuku’s upper arms, gripping his sleeves. 


“Don't you start crying.” He said, though he was still teary and shaky, “I’m okay.” 


Izuku wiped a few tears away with his sleeve, he was laughing. Shouto blinked. 


“What?” 


“We are so drunk.” 


Shouto let himself smile, cheeks still stained with tears, “Clearly.” 


In one slow, shaky motion, Izuku raised a hand to brush some of Shouto’s hair out of his face, 
the red side so he could see more of his scar, running his thumb under Shouto’s left eye, 
wiping a stray tear away. Shouto turned bright red, a little bit of steam rising from him. Izuku 
was basically cupping his face in his hand, and Shouto unconsciously leaned his cheek into 
the touch. 


“Your face is really warm.” Izuku said. 


Shouto looked up, meeting Izuku’s eyes. Bringing a hand up to Izuku’s chest, he started to 
lean so they were closer together, letting the haze in his mind begin to take over. 

Izuku made a breathy little noise, parting his lips a little, and Shouto leaned in closer, spurred 
by the cotton clouding his mind. It was more like cotton candy now, soft and sweet infecting 
his brain, driving him to want to do something but threatening to dissolve him if he did. 


Shouto pulled back, blinking, wide eyed and met with Izuku’s equally wide eyed expression 
in return. Izuku was drunk, this didn’t mean anything. How could Shouto be sure he would 
take well to a romantic gesture? Shouto’s heart sank. He couldn’t go farther. Not if he wanted 
to preserve this friendship. 


He leaned forward onto Izuku, arms wrapping around him and chin on his shoulder. Of 
course, in Izuku’s intoxicated state he could barely support himself, let alone the both of them 
so he fell backwards onto the bed, Shouto falling against him. 


“Sorry, usually you’re really light.” Izuku said, looking up with a smile, his eyes filled with 
what Shouto could only call fondness. He was lying on top of Izuku, a hand on his chest to 
keep himself upright. 


“T didn’t mean to push you down.” he said. He wasn’t sure what he meant to do. 


Izuku laughed, “It’s okay!” 


Izuku was lying under him, his head on an All Might pillow he kept at the foot of his bed, 
looking up starry eyed like he couldn’t quite believe what was happening. Shouto imagined 
his expression was the same. There wasn’t any attempt to move, no scramble to detangle 
themselves or any apologizing for going too far. Both of them were red in the face, but only 
vaguely aware of it. 


Shouto pulled himself up a little, hands on either side of Izuku’s head but that didn’t last long, 
as Izuku threw his arms around his shoulders and yanked Shouto down against him. 


“Tzu?” Shouto practically yelped. 


Izuku just nuzzled his face into Shouto’s hair, laughing. 


“Sorry! I just wanted to hug you! I’m glad you aren’t crying anymore.” 


Another puff of steam rose from Shouto’s cheek. He covered his mouth with his hand, as if 
he could hide how flustered he looked. 


Izuku looked up, eyelids heavy and a sleepy smile crossing his features. 


“What?” Shouto asked, wavering a little. 


“We should sleep.” 


“Should I go back to my room?” Shouto asked, already beginning to get up, but Izuku 
grabbed him. 


“No.” 


Shouto’s heart skipped a beat. 


“Okay.” 


Laying down on his side, facing Izuku, his nerves flared up all over again. Izuku hummed, 
seemingly unfazed by what was happening, snuggling up against Shouto’s chest like it was 
the most natural thing in the world. They fell silent. Shouto breathed in Izuku’s scent, a sigh 
escaping him. He brought his hand up to Izuku’s hair, knotting his fingers into dense curls. 
Izuku had laid his arm across Shouto’s waist, face buried in front of his shirt. 


It was Izuku who fell asleep almost instantly, murmuring against Shouto’s chest. For the 
second night in a row, Shouto was in Izuku’s room, cuddling with him. Three days ago if 
he’d been told this would happen he wouldn’t have imagined it.There wasn't a force in the 
world that would make Shouto move right now, save for maybe a disaster or villain attack, 
and knowing his own life that would happen during one of the most serene moments of his 
life, but he’d be damned if he wasn't going to savor this. For all he knew, when they woke up 
they’d pretend it never happened, or worse it would make things awkward. That thought was 
almost too much to bear, yet he couldn't get it out of his mind. Shouto ran his hand through 
Izuku’s hair. Maybe there was a way to stop time so that he didn’t have to find out what was 
going to happen in the morning, and that he could just stay like this. 


Eventually he fell asleep too, unable to keep himself awake any longer. 


Chapter End Notes 


I was in Japan over the holidays so no fic posting was happening, but I'm back! I've 
been trying to respond to comments without being completely awkward, but I find 
myself just gushing "Thank you!!" over and over because whenever I get a comment it 
honestly brightens my day so much and I don’t always know what to say. 


Also side note I saw H.E.R in concert not too long ago and when she started singing 
"Facts" I almost cried. It was just very emotional. 


Chapter 9 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


The room grew lighter as the sun rose behind grey skies, soft light streaming through the 
blinds and across Shouto’s face. A moment of calm washed over him, lying on his back and 
feeling the comforting weight of Izuku’s arm across his stomach. He seemed to be sleeping 
soundly, mumbling with his face squished against Shouto’s shoulder. Somehow he was 
comfortable, even though he’d slept in jeans and Izuku was partially laying on his arm, it 
should have gone numb by now. They hadn’t even bothered with a blanket, and the nest of 
pillows Izuku had on his bed kept them cozy. Maybe that was better, not being completely in 
bed together. 


Shouto couldn’t sit up so he studied the All-Might posters on the walls and the action figures 
lining Izuku’s bookshelf, along with the piles of comic books, textbooks and field guides. 
Nobody would mistake this room for anyone else’s. 


Sleeping more wasn’t an option, as everything decided to just hit Shouto at once like he’d 
just stumbled into a screen door in the middle of the night. He groaned, throwing his free arm 
over his face to shield his eyes at the morning light. Everything that happened last night, him 
crying at a compliment like a complete dork, Izuku’s drunk giggling and holding onto him. 
Almost kissing him. Sleeping in Izuku’s room snuggled against each other. 


Now wasn’t the time to panic, after all Shouto had certainly fantasized about this enough. 
This would be the most pleasant way to wake up, that much he was certain of, if there 
weren’t so many unknown feelings involved. He’d woken up with his arms around Izuku, 
and he’d be inclined to return to that and continue cuddling, but Izuku seemed to finally be 
stirring. 


Izuku shifted, his face scrunching up a little and his arm retracting from around Shouto’s 
torso to rub at his eyes. An odd patch of cold where his arm had once been immediately left 
Shouto feeling like something was missing. 


Then Izuku was blinking up at Shouto, bleary green eyes partially curtained by unruly 
bedhead, calm for a moment before everything seemed to fall into place in his morning 
drowsiness. 


“What...?” He sat up rather quickly, rubbing his eyes some more before looking back at 
Shouto, eyes wide. 


It took a moment before Shouto sat up too, joining Izuku to sit at the edge of the bed. They 
didn’t look at each other, Izuku with his hands on his knees, staring down at the floor, and 
Shouto trying to smooth over his bedhead. He wanted to lean against Izuku’s shoulder, just to 
keep the contact between them, but a sense of dread had started to well up in the back of his 
throat. 


“Good morning,” Shouto tried not to trip over his words, “How did you sleep?” 


Act natural. That was his instinct. If he could pretend nothing happened maybe that’d dispel 
the awkwardness. He’d love to kiss Izuku good morning but he wasn’t that bold. Or stupid. 


“Good morning...” Izuku was turning red, “I’m... I’m so sorry.” 
Shouto turned to look at him, “For what?” 
The silence between them was excruciating before Izuku took a deep breath. 


“For falling asleep on you... again.” He looked at the corner of the room so that Shouto only 
could see a bit of his cheek behind a mess of green curls. 


Most of the responses on Shouto’s mind were out of the question, like take Izuku’s hand in 
his and tell him that he shouldn't be sorry, and that he would love to do it again. He’d be more 
than fine pulling Izuku back down onto the bed and going back to sleep, curled up together. 


“Tt’s my fault, I pulled you in.” Shouto said. More like pushed him down but saying that had 
certain implications. 


“T guess, but still, it’s just... well, it’s embarrassing and I know that we shouldn't have and 
oh...” Izuku looked up at Shouto, somehow more red-faced, “I said some things... did some 
things, I know.” 


Shouto wanted to ask if he’d meant them. He wasn’t sure if Izuku had been too drunk to 
realize the almost-kiss on Shouto’s part, but he sure wasn’t going to bring it up, lest he then 
have to explain his own intentions. 


“Tt's not like I didn’t.” Shouto’s heart was sinking hard and fast, a sickening feeling of 
disappointment pooling in his stomach, “I was embarrassing.” 


Izuku forced a laugh, “Not more than I was!” 
“No, you were fine.” Shouto said, “You... you weren’t embarrassing.” 


“Well... neither were you,” Izuku said, voice wavering, “But I mean, I guess we were drunk 
so... SO it’s not like any of it matters anyway, right?” 


The lurch in Shouto’s gut had to be from drinking last night, at least that’s what he hoped. He 
pressed a hand over his left eye, feeling the familiar texture of his scar under his fingers, and 
then the feeling of his hair as he pushed it back out of his face. Izuku shifted away from him, 
and the distance felt like he’d been exiled after how close they’d been recently. 


“Yeah, I guess none of it matters.” Shouto said finally, hoping that he sounded impassive. 
Izuku nodded, a little too forcefully, “Yep! It was completely meaningless.” 


Shouto swallowed back any sort of emotion that wasn’t strict neutrality, the way he’d been 
taught, ignoring the way his throat tightened, like he was going to cry. 


“T suppose.” Shouto managed to say as evenly as he could. 
“What do you mean?” Izuku’s tone was edging on surprise. 


“Nothing,” Shouto lied, feeling like a knife had been plunged into his stomach, “Nothing at 
all.” 


Izuku sighed, “Okay. Yeah, no I don’t see why it would mean anything, we’re just friends and 
that’s what matters.” 


Shouto might have been imagining the hint of remorse in Izuku’s voice. Or perhaps he 
wanted to hear it. Shouto stood up, hoping his nausea wasn’t apparent on his face. 


“We can’t tell anyone about this.” Izuku said. 
That much was obvious. 
“Of course.” Shouto said, “Otherwise we’d get made fun of.” 


“Well, yeah and people might get the wrong idea... about us.” Izuku said, wringing his 
hands. Shouto watched him run his fingers over one of the larger scars by the base of his 
thumb. 


“Not that people already dont .” he mumbled. Shouto’s expression faltered. 
“Do they?” he asked, “What do they say?” 


“Tt’s nothing!” Izuku said quickly, “People just like to tease me, you know how some of our 
classmates can be.” 


Something about Izuku being teased for possibly liking him made Shouto equal parts 
intrigued and nervous. Teasing often had to have some kind of grounding in reality, 
something that sparked it. But who could blame their classmates when this kind of thing 
happened. 


Shouto nodded, “Yeah I get it.” 

Izuku scratched at his cheek. “This would only make it worse.” he said. 
“Yeah, wouldn’t want that.” Shouto said, his tone rather clipped. 

Izuku laughed nervously, “I’d never hear the end of it!” 


“Neither would I.” Shouto thought of Yaoyorozu, the knowing smile on her face if he said 
that two nights in a row he’d slept in Izuku’s room. He could hear that refined, yet almost 
patronizing tone in her voice, the twinkling laugh as she’d say something like ‘Ill be happy 
to pick flowers... for the wedding.’ 


“T can’t imagine people would dare tease you.” Izuku said, finally looking at him directly 
with a fond smile but still flushed. 


Shouto shrugged, “You’d be surprised at what Yaoyorozu is capable of.” 
He didn’t miss the shock on Izuku’s face, then the sheepish smile. 
“Really?” 


“Yeah, but that’s not the point. I won’t tell anyone.” Shouto was good at that, “It’s in my best 
interest as much as it is in yours.” 


“Yeah. Yeah it is.” Izuku said. His eyes were oddly dull, and Shouto didn’t like that, the way 
the light had gone missing. It made his heart sink even more than it already had. 


“T’m going to go take a shower.” Shouto said, pulling himself up off the bed. 


“You should probably toss that before lida catches you.” gesturing to the empty bottle of sake 
on the nightstand. 


Izuku laughed, “Yeah, good call.” 


Then he went somber again, pressing his fingertips together and giving Shouto a nervous 
smile. 


“See you... later?” Izuku sounded unsure, as if they weren’t classmates who’d have to see 
each other tomorrow at the latest. 


“Sure.” 


Shouto went back to his room, closing the door and allowing him finally to let out a shaky 
sigh, a hand on the side of his face. He grabbed some clothes and his towel and headed to the 
bathroom, thankful that it was empty. Hopefully it would stay that way. 


He turned the shower on and looked in the mirror, Izuku’s words in his head. 
You’re really pretty . 


Shouto pushed his hair out of his face, showing the entirety of his scar, marred skin stretching 
from his hairline down to his cheek. If he closed his right eye his vision would blur, like a 
translucent film over his eye, as if he were looking through frosted glass. When he did that 
his reflection became a fuzzy red and white spot. Thankfully he could still see, but his right 
eye did most of the work. 


The mirror started to fog from the shower being on, and Shouto let his hair fall back into his 
face. When the incident had happened, Endeavor had given him a story to tell, that his quirk 
had manifested and he’d burned himself. Common, nobody questions it. Kirishima even had 
a scar on his eye from his quirk manifesting, so it was a good cover. Izuku was the only one 

that he’d told the truth, Bakugo didn’t count, and nobody else dared ask. 


Shouto undressed and stepped into the shower, running over the night before and this 
morning in his head, thinking of ways he could have played it differently, what he could have 
said and done. How Izuku might have reacted, in a perfect world. He thought about how great 


it was to sleep next to him, the comfort, the absolute sense of calm. How intimate the whole 
situation had been. Shouto may not have had real friends before, but he wasn’t so closed off 
that he didn’t know where the line was, and they’d crossed into a strange territory of more- 
than-friends behavior. Though, this was Izuku, and perhaps for him this didn’t mean anything 
more than friends at all. 


Though, Izuku had said he was pretty and caressed his face. His definition of friends 
encompassed much more than Shouto’s, that’s for sure. 


When he got out of the shower and dressed, he looked at his phone to see a text from 
Fuyumi, something about the hospital visiting hours being closed today and if he wanted to 
meet up with her anyway, even if they couldn’t go see their mother. He sent a reply, 
accepting, as he was drying his hair off. 


About an hour later they met at a cafe not too far from UA, the school Fuyumi worked at 
happened to be close by as well. 


“It’s good to see you Shouto,” she hugged him in greeting. Shouto hugged her back. 
“Good to see you too.” 


They texted each other somewhat regularly, though Shouto was notorious for not being good 
at responding to messages, but of anyone in his family Fuyumi was the one he talked to the 
most. 


Apparently Fuyumi came by this cafe often, as the barista, a tall girl with dark blue hair, 
recognized her immediately. 


“Ah, Todoroki!” she said, her grin revealed pointed canines, “I assume you want your usual?” 
“Yes please. Shouto what do you want?” 
“Iced green tea, please.” 


“You two look really similar.” the barista remarked, as Shouto went to choose a seat by the 
window, “Is he your little brother?” 


“Yeah, he’s the baby of the family. He goes to UA.” Fuyumi said, not even trying to hide the 
pride in her voice. Despite how nice it felt to hear, Shouto shot her a look but only got smirks 
back from both of them. 


The barista smiled at Fuyumi, “Oh, he’s the hero in training!” 


“That’s right.” Fuyumi took the drinks, but stayed to chat for a moment before finally smiling 
one last time at the barista before heading over to the table. Shouto didn’t miss the slight 
flush on Fuyumi’s face. He took a sip of his tea, wordlessly watching her compose herself. 


“Iced tea when it’s cold outside.” Fuyumi remarked, “Classic Shouto.” 


Shouto shrugged, mindlessly attempting to stab the ice in his drink with his straw, obviously 
not having much luck. 


“Did you like the masks?” she asked. Shouto looked up. 
“Yeah, thank you.” he said, “I scared Izuku while wearing one.” 


Fuyumz1’s tilted her head, a small smile on her face. A small prick of anxiety flared at the 
back of his head, realizing his little slip up. 


“Tzuku?” She asked. 
Shouto bit his bottom lip, turning his eyes back to his glass of tea. 


“Oh, Midoriya?” She clarified. He’d definitely told her about him, some people might say he 
borderline gushed about him but that wasn’t a fact that Shouto would admit to. 


“Yeah.” Fuyumi had to have noticed how he tensed, how he his voice had dropped. The ice in 
his drink clinked as he fidgeted with the straw, spinning it around with his fingertip. 


“You must be close.” Fuyumi said, smiling at him, tucking a loose strand of white hair behind 
her ear. The rest of it pulled back into a ponytail, white with red streaks like a peppermint. 


“T guess.” Shouto said. 
Fuyumi’s expression softened, “Well, I’m glad. You needed some friends.” 


Shouto’s light scowl wasn’t so much because what Fuyumi said was mean, truly it wasn’t, 
but more at the idea that it took him fifteen years to make a friend. And then fall in love with 
him, like an idiot. 


“Has he had the pleasure of meeting father yet?” Fuyumi asked. As nonchalant as she 
attempted to sound, Shouto knew what lie underneath that question. 


“Unfortunately.” he said. 

“Ts he a fan?” 

“Not anymore.” 

The air around Fuyumi grew cold, Shouto could feel it prickling against his skin. 
“You must really trust him.” she said, a shiver of nerves in her voice. 


“T do.” Shouto looked at the ceiling, “Though to be fair father really didn't make a great first 
impression.” 


“What did he do?” she asked. 


“He found Izuku in the hall during the sports festival, compared his quirk to All Might’s and 
then told him to give me a good fight.” 


Shouto had only heard of this through Izuku, of course. 
Fuyumi made a noise in disgust. 


“He certainly doesn’t like him.” Shouto continued, “I don’t think he’d like that Izuku is my 
best friend.” 


Endeavor had given a seething review of Izuku after the Sports Festival, though even he had 
to admit happiness at Izuku pushing Shouto to use his left side, even if the way Endeavor saw 
it was completely different than the way Shouto did. 


Fuyumi stared at him for a moment, adjusting her glasses in appraisal. The gesture seemed so 
stereotypically teacher-like that it almost made Shouto laugh. 


“I’ve been meaning to ask... Do you like him?” she said coolly, “I mean with how you’ve 
talked about him, it seems maybe you might.” 


A little jolt shot through Shouto’s chest and he pressed his lips together, averting his eyes 
completely. Ice traveled from his hand to his tea, freezing it solid. 


“You do.” Fuyumi confirmed, “Come on Shouto, you’re terrible at hiding it.” 


Sometimes he felt like she knew him too well. After all she practically raised him after their 
mother was sent away. If anyone could read Shouto it was her, whether that was a good thing 
or not. 


“T do not .” he protested, though it was somewhat futile. Being in public was partially a 
concern, though cafe was almost empty, and it’s not like they were talking loudly enough to 
be heard over the music. Nobody was going to listen in on them, even if they were the kids of 
the number one hero. 


“T bet you do,” Fuyumi said in way that was more reassuring than teasing, “It’s okay, you 
don’t have to tell me anything. I’m just going to tease you because you’re my baby brother.” 


Shouto’s cheeks and nose turned pink. He never even had to come out to Fuyumi, she just 
knew and had always known, at least since Shouto had a bit of a crush on a boy from his 
class when he was ten. She’d picked up on it instantly. There was no point lying to her. 


“Fine.” he started, placing his other hand on the glass in an attempt to melt it enough to drink 
it. 


Fuyumi hummed, fondly prompting Shouto to elaborate. 
“IT do... like him, I mean.” 

“That’s great!” Fuyumi said. 

“T don’t know what to do.” 


Fuyumi took a sip of her latte pensively, her hands curled around the cup. 


“T see what you mean, you’re worried about ruining your friendship.” 
“T probably already have.” Shouto said matter-of-factly. 


Fuyumi’s expression cooled, less of a smile and more like a calm candor, “Do you have that 
little faith in him?” 


The tea was now hot rather than iced, and Shouto withdrew his hand from the steaming glass. 
“What?” 


“From what you’ve told me, which 1s quite a bit I might add, he doesn’t seem like the type to 
desert his friends over some feelings.” Fuyumi said, “I know how you feel, and I know that 
you'll feel better when you tell him.” 


If there’s one thing about Fuyumi, it’s that she’s the perfect blend of logic and comfort. Never 
would she let logic make her cold and dismissive of someone’s feelings, but she would 
always give the facts and Shouto loved that about her. In that way she was always the best 
confidant. 


“T won’t feel better if he rejects me completely.” he said. 
“T don’t think he will.” Fuyumi said. 


“You’re as bad as Yaoyorozu.” He’d told Fuyumi about her before, “She thinks we’re just 
being ridiculous.” 


“She might be right. Maybe we are both able to offer you insight that you are too close to the 
situation to see.” Fuyumi said simply, “You like him, so it’s hard to see anything beyond 
that.” 


She had a fair point. Izuku’s affection toward him could be more than friendship, but it felt 
like projecting to actually acknowledge that could be the case. 


“Maybe.” Shouto said, ““Yaoyorozu did manage to date her crush.” 
Fuyumi‘s face lit up, “Good for her!” 
“They’re very... affectionate.” 


“And that could be you and Midoriya too.” Fuyumi said, giggling a little at Shouto’s face 
going red, “You’ll know when the right time to tell him is.” 


Shouto shifted his gaze to the ceiling, “I think Yaoyorozu is a special case.” 
“Tf you think of it that way you’ll get nowhere.” 
“Where am I going?” 


“Shouto for goodness sake, you know what I’m talking about!” 


Shouto’s noncommittal shrug in return made Fuyumi sigh. 
“Tf I doubted that it’d work, I wouldn’t tell you to do it.” she said. 
“If you say so.” 


They sat in silence for a moment. Shouto wanted to think that he’d have the courage to just 
tell him. Everyone made it sound easy, but there was no way he could. 


“So, my baby brother likes a boy.” Fuyumi said, a lilt of playfulness in her voice. 
“ Fuyumi .” 

She give him a rather uncharacteristic smirk, “Sorry Shouto.” 

“Whatever.” 

“Tt’ll be fine.” She said, “Talk to me if you need anything.” 

“Okay.” 


Fuyumi shook her head, looking like she was about to say something but stopping herself. 
Instead the conversation shifted to school, and briefly to home. Shouto felt guilty about the 
fact that Fuyumi still lived with their father, practically alone since he’d gone to the dorms. 


“Without you around he’s not home as much.” Fuyumi said, “so I’m okay.” 


They’d had a conversation before, about Fuyumi’s refusal to leave their family home until 
Shouto was old enough to move out. It wasn’t fair to her, Shouto would argue, but Fuyumi 
always said the same thing, that she wanted to and that he needed to let her be there. 


“Are you sure?” 
“Positive.” she said, a little too quickly. Then she changed the subject. 


After talking for awhile they said their goodbyes, though Shouto was reluctant. Being able to 
talk with her had been so pleasant that he finally felt at ease, able to temporarily put his love 
life out of his mind. Once alone again it all returned. 


For the rest of the day Shouto stayed in his room, staring at his homework but unable to 
concentrate. He took to mindlessly snacking to relieve boredom, but then he just felt sick on 
top of being unable to stop rerunning everything from the previous night in his mind, picking 
apart every detail he could remember and distilling it until he had an explanation that 
decidedly was not in his favor. 


Their relationship had certainly changed, at least in Shouto’s mind. Surely Izuku noticed too, 
he wasn’t dumb, and he was better with people. Maybe he knew that Shouto was hopelessly 
crushing on him too and was waiting for him to make a move, or worse was tolerating it until 
Shouto slipped up and he could justify calling their friendship off. 


No, Izuku wasn’t like that. Their relationship meant as much to him as it did to Shouto, at 
least platonically. Even with his own insecurities, he could count on Izuku to be genuine, not 
even self doubt could convince him that Izuku found him worthless. Izuku could see the 
worth in just about anyone. 


Shouto blinked up at the ceiling. Izuku is just too good for him. He had his flaws, but Shouto 
didn’t mind them. It wasn’t like his main flaw was being abrasive and rude to everyone, like 
Bakugo. Izuku’s just lacked some confidence, had a tendency to rush into things recklessly, 
and of course had that endearing quality of just loving too much and crying at everything, 
which Shouto failed to see as much of a flaw at all. 


He had a decision to make. Remain friends and pine secretly with the knowledge that this 
would be an unrequited crush that would soon pass, also known as the safe option, or did he 
take the risk and tell Izuku with a chance of his feelings being returned. That was the risky 
option that included the possibility of losing his best friend, assuming that it would ruin their 
relationship. Shouto wasn’t sure he was willing to try and find out. 


Waking up for school was tougher than usual. Shouto would have been content to stay in bed, 
maybe tell everyone he was sick, he could fake a fever easily. But Izuku wouldn’t hide in his 
room to avoid seeing him, Izuku would face this day like any other, with a determined smile 
on his face. And Shouto wanted to see that smile. 


He made it to class, only having sat on his bed debating his life choices for ten minutes, tops. 
Uniform on, hair somewhat presentable, bag packed, he got to class quickly before he could 
change his mind and get back into bed. 


lida was there, he was always early, with Uraraka and Izuku, all of them chatting in a much 
too animated fashion for the morning. Uraraka waved. 


“Todoroki!” she called, clearly beckoning him to join them. Izuku turned away a little, eyes 
wide. 


Shouto could go sit at his desk, pretend he didn’t hear her, but Uraraka didn’t deserve that 
from him. 


“Good morning Todoroki.” lida said, “I trust you weren’t at that party on Saturday?” 
Shouto shrugged, deciding it best to not say anything. lida sighed. 


“Perhaps it was just Jirou playing her music too loud, we’ve talked about this,” he adjusted 
his glasses, “But since she’s in a relationship with Yaoyorozu it seems she thinks she might 
be above getting in trouble.” 


Uraraka just frowned, “lida we love you, but please loosen up a little. Just a little.” 


lida blushed, “I’m not saying I disapprove! And I recall finding you and Asui on the roof that 
night.” 


Now it was time for Uraraka to get flustered, “We- We were just getting fresh air! And the 
view is nice!” 


Izuku was quiet, avoiding Shouto’s eyes and toying with the straps of his backpack. Shouto 
sent him a meaningful look, trying to gauge where Izuku was at, but he’d closed off 
completely, shoulders drawn in, eyes downcast. It made Shouto’s heart feel like it had been 
grabbed and wrung out like a washcloth. 


“Well I wasn’t up to anything!” Uraraka defended herself, reminding Shouto that there was in 
fact a conversation happening around him, “Ask Deku what he was doing, if you’re going to 
interrogate me, at least be fair.” 

Panic flashed onto Izuku’s face, “Nothing! I was just in my room!” 


“Uh huh.” Uraraka prompted, “Alone?” 


Izuku was a terrible liar, and Shouto almost stepped in to lie for him, but that would look 
worse. 


“No...” Poor Izuku really couldn’t lie even if he knew what to say, as his face would just 
betray him instantly. Being made to blush easily certainly didn’t do him that many favors, but 
it was adorable. 

“Oh really...?” Uraraka looked right at Shouto, raising an eyebrow. lida cut in. 

“You know you can’t have people in your room after midnight.” 

“As if anyone follows that rule.” Uraraka said. 

Izuku had taken to covering his face with his arms, ““We were watching a movie.” 

Shouto bit the inside of his cheek. 

“Who’s we?” Uraraka asked. 

“Shou- Todoroki and I.” 


The little stab Shouto felt in his chest was unmistakable. That Aurt . 


Uraraka gave Shouto a questioning look, then looked at Izuku, then looked back at him, 
concern on her soft features. She exchanged a look with Iida. 


“Interesting.” She said, “Just watching a movie?” 
“Uraraka don’t insinuate anything inappropriate.” Iida chided. Izuku had hidden his face in 
his arms and refused to look up, and Shouto looked away callously, like he wasn’t paying 


attention. 


“What? I was asking if they did anything else, but I never said anything like that , lida geez.” 
Uraraka said, shrugging. 


“But- but we know what you meant.” Izuku stammered, “And it’s not like that!” 


Uraraka softened at the tone in Izuku’s voice. It wasn’t just denial, it was sadness, odd in a 
declaration like that. 


Shouto felt like he’d have to step in soon, at least to defend Izuku, but Yaoyorozu and Jirou 
approached the group, both looking cheerful. He wanted to thank them both personally for 
interrupting this awful conversation. 


“You guys heard about the winter light festival coming up?” Jirou asked. Uraraka shook her 
head. 


“It’s two weeks from Saturday.” Yaoyorozu said, cheerful as ever, “It’d be really fun if we 
went as a class.” 


“That’s an excellent idea.” lida said, “We should do that. It would be a great for class 
morale.” 


Yaoyorozu as a person was great for class morale, even Shouto felt better when she was 
around, even if she liked to tease him. 


“Of course, for us it’s a date.” Jirou said, her hand on Yaoyorozu’s arm. 
Uraraka beamed, “That’s so romantic!” 


Izuku nodded along, “That would be a really nice date idea.” 


He definitely looked in Shouto’s general direction, but Shouto would deny that it was at 
himself, even if his heart did flutter a little. Of course he agreed that a winter light festival 
was a very romantic date idea, almost too perfect really, like there would be a too much 
pressure. Shouto might have been overthinking it though, he didn’t know how to go ona 
date. 


“Are you sure you want the class to go if you two are on a date?” Uraraka asked. Yaoyorozu 
beamed. 


“Not if we aren’t the only ones on a date.” she said. 
“Yeah, ask Tsuyu.” Jirou said, elbowing Uraraka playfully, “She’d go with you.” 


Uraraka turned red and started sputtering. Yaoyorozu gave Shouto a pointed look and 
gestured vaguely to Izuku. He responded with an icy look, hands shoved in his pockets. 


Jirou just continued, “Deku! Maybe you should ask someone.” 
“O-oh... I-” Izuku stammered, “I’m not really good at that kind of thing.” 


“Come on, I know someone in this class would be happy to go with you if you ask.” Jirou 
said, shrugging, “Maybe you’ll get asked.” 


Poor Izuku looked like he’d start steaming he was so red. 


“J-I mean I wouldn’t be opposed.” he fidgeted a little, “I don’t really expect that sort of thing 
though.” 


Shouto’s stomach did a flip, partially from the sadness in Izuku’s statement, partially with the 
possibilities this opened. Asking Izuku, him saying yes, being able to look at the lights 
together. Maybe he’d finally have the courage to make a move, though part of him loved the 
idea of Izuku making the first move on him. 


Shouto pressed a cool hand to his burning face, wondering when he’d become so sappy. 


Chapter End Notes 


Well, that took longer than expected! I had some writers block with this fic for a bit, but 
I re-planned the last few chapters and I'm excited for how it'll go now. 


Chapter 10 


Shouto sat in one of the heavy wooden chairs at the library, slumped over the study table with 
his chin resting on his folded arms. His notebook and study materials were spread out in front 
of him, homework half finished and covered in eraser shavings. Izuku sat across from him 
with lida and Uraraka, the three of them quietly studying among a pile of textbooks. Shouto 
had somewhat given up, he’d rather take a nap instead of looking at one more math equation. 


This week had almost been normal, though Shouto could feel the tension between him and 
Izuku when they were near each other, and he was sure others were catching on. They didn’t 
spend any time with each other alone, but maybe that was for the best. Any time they were 
together, someone else would join them, and often that was intentional. Shouto didn’t want to 
face him alone-- he wouldn’t know what to say. And more importantly what not to say. 


He looked up to catch a glimpse of Izuku. Brows knitted in concentration, chin in his hand 
and pencil tapping against his notebook, Izuku was much too absorbed in studying to notice 
anything, not even Uraraka trying to compile their school supplies into a tower, much to 
lida’s annoyance. Izuku mumbled to himself, then his face cleared and a small smile pulled at 
his lips as he started to scribble down an answer to whatever he’d just figured out. Shouto 
perked up a little watching him, somewhat enthralled by how effortlessly cute Izuku managed 
to be. He rested his chin in his hand, languidly tracing Izuku’s hand with his eyes, all the 
scars and the knobby joints of his fingers holding his pencil. 


“Hey, Todoroki?” Uraraka fidgeted with a pencil in her hands, clearly having made it 
weightless so it could spin endlessly in the air between her fingers. 


“What?” Shouto didn’t look at her right away, letting his gaze linger on Izuku perhaps a 
second too long. 


“Are you okay?” 
Shouto shrugged, “Just trying to stay awake.” 
“Did you not sleep well last night?” Izuku asked, looking up from his book. 


“You should always aim for eight hours each night.” Iida said, keeping his voice quiet, “A 
hero in training should make sure they stay well-rested, Todoroki.” 


“Eh, I slept fine. It’s just training.” Shouto said. This was half true, he’d been trying to get 
both sides of his quirk to work simultaneously, without much success, and he was drained. 


“T feel that, it was intense today.” Uraraka said, her face resting on her hand, squishing her 
pink cheek up to give her a goofy bored expression. lida turned to her, pointing out a mistake 
on her homework and starting to explain to her how to get to the right answer. 


Izuku went back to his studying and Shouto went back to pretending to study, glancing up 
every now and then. Izuku mumbled to himself, lips pursed and looking increasingly more 
frustrated. He’d threaded his fingers into his hair, staring at his book. 


Then he looked up, right at the time Shouto decided to steal a look at him. Their eyes met and 
Shouto could have sworn he felt a shock run down his back. Izuku quickly glanced back 
down at his book, obviously pretending to be deep in thought, and Shouto averted his eyes 
back to his own notebook. 


“What’s going on?” Uraraka looked between them, eyebrows raised, “I swear you two are 
acting weird.” 


“Tt’s nothing.” Shouto said, right at the same time Izuku said, “Nothing!” 
Uraraka blinked at them both. 
“Okay. That was something.” 


Shouto wasn’t candid enough to admit that he was just admiring how Izuku’s hair looked in 
the cloud-covered light filtering in from the library windows. Or that he wasn’t sure how to 
even be around Izuku right now without feeling a knot in his stomach. 


“T told you it’s nothing!” Izuku said, waving his hands in front of him. 
lida shushed him, “Library voice, please, Midortya.” 
Uraraka lowered her voice, leaning forward on her folded arms. 


“What’s going on between you guys? Last time you two were this tense, Todoroki declared 
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War. 


Izuku looked like he wanted to disappear, and Shouto couldn’t blame him. Being reminded of 
his first year Sport Festival behavior was not something he enjoyed much. He could feel his 
face get hot at the reminder. 


“Don’t say it like that.” Shouto said. 

“But you did.” 

“Uraraka...” Izuku whined, hiding behind his hands, “Please don’t.” 
Uraraka sat back, softening as she looked between them. 


“T just want to help, Deku. If you two are fighting again I want to do something.” she said, 
voice thick with concern. Shouto almost felt bad that he couldn’t ask her for help. 


“We aren’t fighting.” Shouto said. He hated thinking about that too. 


“Well, if you two need to talk you should!” Uraraka said, crossing her arms, “The air here is 
too weird.” 


As if it were that easy. Talking about this would be the best solution, Shouto knew that, but it 
was the hardest thing to do, the scariest. He wasn’t ready, even if he needed to be. 


The air grew cold around him and he packed up his school bag, scowling a little to himself. 
“T’ll get going then,” he said, grasping for an excuse, “I have to go talk to Yaoyorozu.” 


He grabbed his bag and walked away, hearing lida sigh and Uraraka make a disgruntled noise 
in the back of her throat. 


“Yaomomo Is out with Kyoka...” he heard Uraraka say, “Deku please tell me what 
happened.” 


By the time she might have gotten a response from him, Shouto had gone out of earshot and 
back to his room, chewing on the inside of his lip. 


“Have you considered the fact that you two are basically a couple?” Yaoyorozu asked simply, 
“You certainly act like it sometimes.” 


She, Jirou and Shouto were sitting against the mirrored walls in the school gym-- taking a 
break from training. The conversation had shifted onto Shouto when the winter festival was 
brought up, and Jirou asked just when he was planning on asking Izuku to be his date. He’d 
of course said he wasn’t aware of such a plan. 


“Honestly,” Jirou said, wiping her forehead with the towel around her shoulders, “I was 
surprised when Momo said you two weren’t a thing.” 


“It’s... complicated.” Shouto said, hating how cliche and stupid it sounded, “We’re just 
friends.” 


“Clearly you both feel more than that.” Yaoyorozu said, “It’s fairly obvious, Todoroki.” 
“T don’t know how he feels.” Shouto said simply. 
“You can’t be serious.” Jirou said. 


“Well, he hasn’t told me he feels something other than friendship.” Shouto said, “I mean even 
after sleeping together he-” 


“Hold on, you did what ?” Jirou leaned forward, eyes glinting with mischievous possibility, 
ready to seize the opportunity to tease him. Yaoyorozu covered her mouth with her hand, 
cheeks turning pink. 


It took a moment, but when it clicked Shouto’s face went red. 


“Not like that!” his breath came out as steam as he tried to bring his temperature back down, 
“T mean we slept in the same bed. We didn’t...” 


“Okay, yeah you should clarify that.” Jirou said, tugging at one of her earphone jacks, “But 
still, sounds like you two got very close.” 


Shouto cleared his throat, ““That’s not the point. Even after... that he didn’t say anything.” 


“Neither did you, clearly.” Yaoyorozu pointed out, much to Shouto’s own annoyance. He 
huffed out a breath, thinking maybe he should have changed the subject before getting to this 
point. 


“He seemed put off by it, of course I wasn’t going to.” 


Yaoyorozu let out a sigh of her own, “Todoroki, you just need to talk to him. He won’t mock 
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you. 
“T know.” 


“Then what’s the problem?” Yaoyorozu was making something with the back of her hand, 
one of her Yaoyoroshkas by the looks of it. She handed it to Jirou wordlessly. 


“T don’t know. He’s... he might just be too good for me.” Shouto said, wincing at how 
pathetic it sounded. 


Yaoyorozu put a comforting hand on his shoulder, “I understand that. I’ve been there. But 
you know Midoriya, he’d never want to be seen as better than anyone.” 


Shouto knew this, somewhere. 


“Just talk to him! He’s your best friend!” Jirou said, exasperated. Yaoyorozu nodded in 
agreement. 


“How do you think Kyoka and I started dating?” 
Shouto shrugged. 
“We communicated.” 


“We awkwardly confessed to each other one night after I gave her a mixtape.” Jirou said. 
Then she shrugged, ““Momo’s answer is better. Don’t make Deku a mixtape please.” 


“The mixtape was very sweet. I still listen to it...”” Yaoyorozu mused. Jirou turned red. 
Shouto just blinked at them. 


“Just say it,” Jirou said. She cleared her throat and in her best impersonation of Shouto 
continued, “Hey, Deku, I like your face please date me.” Then she dropped her voice as low 
as it could go, “Oh Todoroki, you’re so romantic. Kiss me now you beautiful man.” 


Momo giggled, and Shouto even had to crack a smile. 


“Tzuku has a higher voice than me. You’re impression is inaccurate.” He said, trying to cover 
the smile in his voice. Jirou just smirked. 


“Someday I bet you he’ll have a deeper voice. And probably be a wall of muscle.” 
“He kind of already is.” 


“Oh, you’ve been looking.” Jirou elbowed him playfully, making Shouto hide his red face 
against his knees. 


“Back to the topic at hand...” Yaoyorozu said, “I think honesty will get you far. And if by 
some unforeseen reason he rejects you, which I doubt he will because he’s smitten , then at 
least you got it off your chest.” 


“But we probably wouldn’t be friends anymore. It’d be too awkward.” 
“You two are awkward anyway.” Jirou said. Shouto again, had to agree with her. 


“Anyway, if you don’t ask him to the festival, you could just go and maybe try and tell him 
there.” Yaoyorozu suggested, “That would be really romantic.” 


“Something tells me Deku would love that kind of gooey stuff.” Jirou said, “He seems like 
the type.” 


Shouto had the exact same thought, too bad he didn’t think himself the smooth romantic type 
at all. 


“T’ve invited the whole class to the festival.” Yaoyorozu said, ““You should have an 
opportunity, should you choose to take it.” 


Shouto rested his chin on his knees, moving his head in a sort of half nod. He liked the idea 
better, less pressure early on, and certainly in a more romantic setting than in the hallway 
outside class or at the threshold of one of their dorm rooms. 


The sun was just setting when the class arrived at the festival, the cloud cover making it 
much darker than it would have been for early evening. Soon the lights would look more 
vibrant, right now they seemed to blend with the pale evening light. The smell of tatyaki, 
baked goods, and smoke from wood burning filled the air, feeling warm and cozy even with 
the cold air that made everyone’s cheeks and noses flush. 


They gathered by a few food stands, half the class already getting into line. Shouto looked 
around, there were so many people, holding food and prizes they’d won, smiling, couples and 


families holding hands. He’d never really been to a festival like this, it was a little 
overwhelming. 


He stood by the rest of his classmates, listening to Kaminari and Jirou gibe at each other. 
Supposedly there was going to be an ice sculpting competition, both of them intended to win, 
so both of them turned to him. 


“Team up with me!” Kaminari said, grabbing around Shouto’s left arm, “We would be 
amazing!” 


“You mean Todoroki would be amazing.” Sero quipped, elbowing Kaminari in the ribs 
“you'd just watch him.” 


“No, he’d be like my ghost writer, but for ice sculptures.” Kaminari said, then he leaned on 
Shouto, “Damn you’re warm.” 


Shouto casually extracted his arm from Kaminari’s grip. 
“T’m not going to do it.” 


He’d rather go look at the sculpture exhibit, where professionals, and probably people with 
ice quirks like his, recreated famous heroes out of ice. 


“Oh come on! Your quirk is literally perfect.” Kaminari pleaded, sticking his lower lip out in 
an exaggerated pout. 


“T don’t think it’d be fair, actually.” Izuku said, “He wouldn’t technically be sculpting, since 
he creates and manipulates ice, though he could use his left side to melt at a block of ice to-” 


“Okay, fine.” Kaminari huffed, “I’1l be making a masterpiece if you need me.” 


He and Sero followed Yaoyorozu and Jirou to the ice sculpting booth. Everyone else 
dispersed, leaving Shouto with Izuku. 


“T do want to go look at them, they seem cool.” Izuku said. Then he paused, scratching his 
cheek nervously. 


“Do you wanna come with?” 
Shouto nodded, “Yeah.” 


He wondered briefly if he should have taken Kaminari’s offer and participated in the ice 
sculpting, because now that he was alone with Izuku his nerves had kicked up, anxiety 
spreading in his throat. The heat from his left side spiked and he took a breath, leveling 
himself with his right. 


“Oh! They have a lot of heroes!” Izuku exclaimed. The path was lined with sculptures, all lit 
from within by lights to make them glow, and presumably had to be on some kind of device 
to keep them cold. It wasn’t cold enough outside for them to stay that perfect. As they walked 
Izuku rattled on about each hero one, Shouto added in his input every now and again, but 


generally he just let Izuku talk, a small smile on his face. Even if he stayed quiet for a long 
time, he always followed along with a nod, some form of acknowledgement. Izuku wouldn’t 
need to wonder if Shouto were listening or not. 


“Wasn’t that part of that hero analysis video you watched the other day?” Shouto said in 
response to one of Izuku’s comments on Best Jeanist’s quirk. 


Izuku looked up at him, practically glowing. 
“Yeah! You were paying attention?” 
“It’s interesting.” Shouto said. 


Izuku looked straight ahead again, a small smile on his face. They walked toward the next 
sculpture, Uwabami. 


“T guess I’m just not used to someone being as interested as me.” Izuku said, laughing 
nervously, “Unless it’s online.” 


“I’m not sure I could be as interested as you are.” Shouto said lightly, “But I do like talking 
about it.” 


Izuku chuckled again, “I guess you’re right. I’m glad I’m not boring you.” 
As if Shouto would ever be bored by Izuku at all. 


They reached an ice sculpture of Endeavor, the flames around his face lit with orange lights 
that seemed to make the ice glow from within. It towered over them, imposing, perhaps 
impressive to anyone that wasn’t them. 


“How ironic.” Shouto remarked. 
Izuku snorted, “You’re right, wow.” 
“Should I melt the flames off his face?” Shouto asked dryly. 


Izuku laughed, more than his usual nervous laughter, unreserved and more open. It made 
Shouto start to laugh too. 


“Sorry, maybe I shouldn’t laugh.” Izuku said, still giggling, “Is it bad if I say yes?” 


“No, not at all.” Shouto held out his left hand toward ice Endeavor’s face and his faux flame 
mustache started dissolve to steam. Izuku just giggled, looking around the empty pathways of 
the exhibit. 


“We’re gonna get in trouble.” 


“Nah.” 


Once ice Endeavor had been given a sufficient shave, Shouto waited as Izuku snapped a 
picture, then they quickly moved away to look unassuming as some other people started to 
come closer. They both looked again at Endeavor, moustache-less, and doubled over giggling 
again. They kept walking, trying to hold in their laughter as they heard someone comment 
that Endeavor looked different somehow. 


“Anyway, continue.” Shouto said, a little laughter still in his voice, “Though, he might be the 
one hero I’d know more than you about.” 


“Yeah, and I have all the notes on him I need.” Izuku said, “He’s a terrible flaming jerk. But 
his son is pretty cool.” 


Shouto’s heart skipped a beat, and he looked down at his shoes, cheeks pink. 
“Thanks...” 


“Let’s go see what our friends are up to.” Izuku said quickly, already starting his way back to 
the sculpting tent; it wasn’t hard to find everyone. Yaoyorozu had carved an elaborate 
sculpture of Jirou holding her guitar, lit up with purple lights. Jirou had her hands over her 
mouth, face red. 


“You gay.” She said, playfully swatting her arm. 
“Love you too.” Yaoyorozu kissed her girlfriend on the cheek, and the two started to laugh. 


Meanwhile Kaminari had carved a rather strange porcupine, but upon questioning he revealed 
that the odd spiky ice sculpture was actually supposed to be Bakugo. 


“What the actual fuck, Pikachu?” Bakugo growled, sparks popping in his palms. Kaminari 
laughed, fist bumped Sero and the two then tore through the sculpture exhibit, Bakugo on his 
heels and Kirishima and Mina following close behind, shouting at them both. Not long after, 
Aizawa was seen going in their general direction, sighing heavily. 


“Yikes.” Izuku said, eyes following the chaos before landing back on Shouto. He smiled, face 
brightening just as much as the lights. 


“Hey Shouto.” 

“What?” 

“Could you actually make an ice sculpture?” he asked. 

“With practice, probably.” Shouto replied, “I can make simple shapes with ice.” 
“Like what?” 

Shouto shrugged, “Like maybe a taiyaki.” 


Izuku laughed a little. 


“T can do this though.” Shouto held his right hand up and let frost spread across his skin, the 
cold traveling up his arm and sinking his entire body temperature. The air around his hand 
glittered, like flecks of tinsel were floating around it. Izuku’s eyes went wide. 


““What-?” 
“The water vapor in the air freezes into tiny crystals, it’s called diamond dust.” Shouto said. 


“That’s incredible!” Izuku said. Shouto couldn’t help but feel a swell of pride in his chest at 
the way Izuku looked, stars in his eyes. He let the ice melt away, knowing that keeping it any 
longer would give him frostbite. 


“T can’t keep a temperature that cold for long.” Shouto said, “At least not now.” 


“But when you can, that’d be really cool!” Izuku said, smile almost blinding Shouto with its 
brilliance, ““There’s a lot you could do.” 


Shouto shrugged. It was a trick his mom had taught him, he never really considered a 
practical application for it. Leave it to Izuku to immediately have ideas. He’d ask, but Izuku 
seemed preoccupied with his phone, typing something before looking back up. 


“T think Iida and Uraraka and some of the others are going to the light tunnel.” Izuku said, 
“We should go.” 


As the sky darkened, everything had started to glimmer with lights, the trees, naked branches 
wrapped in lights, the roofs of the food stalls and the shrine at the top of the hill. And of 
course, the light tunnel, a path lit with sparkling lights that stretched on for about a kilometer 
or so. It took a winding path around the festival, up the hill to a small grove of trees and the 
small shrine. 


Shouto’s heart pounded in anticipation. Just the two of them, surrounded by lights on a winter 
evening. He just needed to get his nerves under control. 


“Let’s go then.” 


Inside the tunnel, everything was lit in a soft pink glow, reflecting in everyone’s eyes, and 
turning the blank night sky into a beautiful swathe of artificial stars. Uraraka and Tsuyu led 
the pack, practically skipping along arm in arm, followed by a few other classmates, Iida, 
Shinsou, Tokoyami. Shouto walked with his hands in his pockets, trying not to stare at the 
way the lights shone in Izuku’s eyes or how his nose and cheeks flushed from the cold. Of 
course he stole a few glances anyway, meeting Izuku’s eyes. 


They trailed behind the others, each step slow but in sync as they kept their necks craned to 
look above them. As the tunnel went on the colors of the lights would change. 


“Are you cold?” Shouto asked, noticing the way Izuku seemed to be bracing himself, arms 
crossed in front of his body. 


“A little.” Izuku said, he hunched over a little, stuffing his hands in the pockets of his green 
puffy jacket, “I’m not a human thermostat like you.” 


“T can still feel cold.” 
“But you don’t right now.” 


“T was prepared.” Shouto had worn a turtleneck and his long coat, not exactly bundled up but 
warm enough. Plus he could use his quirk. 


Izuku answered with a dismissive “hmph” and Shouto moved closer, their arms now brushing 
as they walked. 


Izuku looked up at him, smiling nervously, “You’re warm.” 


“Thanks.” Shouto said dryly. They slowed to a stop, letting the sparse groups of people pass 
them by and their friends slowly move further ahead. 


They looked up at the lights above them, then to the people around them. Most seemed to be 
couples, arm-in-arm or holding hands, leaning onto one another. Shouto couldn’t say he 
didn’t envy them a little. 


“Tt certainly seems like Yaomomo and Jirou aren’t the only ones with their idea.” Izuku 
observed, “There seems to be a lot of people here on dates.” 


“Yeah, well, it is a good place for a date.” Shouto said, trying to keep neutrality in his voice. 
He watched some couples pass, arms around each others shoulders as they walked and the 
glow of the lights only a fraction of the glow they seemed to emanate together. Shouto saw 
that in Izuku, he wondered if he had it too. 


“It does seem to be.” Izuku said sheepishly, “I’ve never been on a date... so I don’t really 
know.” 


“Me neither.” said Shouto. 


“But you’d have no problem getting a date!” exclaimed Izuku, turning to face Shouto 
completely. 


Shouto tilted his head, tracing a line of lights with his eyes, “That’s not true.” 


“Are you kidding?” Izuku said, more like he was talking to computer that had suddenly 
crashed. It seemed odd, how surprised Izuku seemed at such a statement. It’s not like Shouto 
had been out on dates, if it were so easy maybe he would’ve been able to date Izuku by now. 
That was his thought process anyway. 


“You're way cooler than me, sorry for the pun, and you have an awesome quirk and good 
fighting skills. And you’re smart. And you’re pretty.” Izuku said, listing off these traits on 
each gloved finger, “Any of that would get you a date... not being a nerdy fanboy like me.” 


Shouto had to use all his control to keep his fire from flaring up. 


“We’re both nerds, you said that yourself. But you’re smarter than I am.” Shouto said, 
looking away from Izuku’s eyes and up again at the lights, “And I like nerds. I’d go on a date 


with you.” 


His heartbeat picked up immediately once he realized what had just left his mouth and he felt 
like he was going to burst into flames and burn everything around him if he wasn’t careful. 
Hands still stuffed in his pockets, he looked at Izuku sidelong, wide eyed, searching his face 
for an answer. 


Izuku didn’t look at him. He’d shoved his hands back in his jacket pockets and looked 
straight ahead. For a moment his face went blank. And then he chuckled. 


“That’s nice of you, thanks.” 
Shouto’s heart sank. 


“What?” He almost choked on it, the feeling of the cold air seeping into his coat and through 
every cell in his body, or perhaps that was ice crawling across his skin. He felt a little dizzy, 
the sudden change in his body temperature only adding to the nausea pooling in his stomach. 


“The sentiment is nice, and it makes me feel better, thank you.” Izuku said, finally looking at 
him, flushed, slightly teary. Shouto wanted to pull him close for a hug and never let go. 


“But-” 


“We should try and catch up to everyone, they’re going to wonder.” Izuku said, starting a 
brisk walk ahead. Shouto stood there for a moment, watching Izuku’s back. A lump rose in 
his throat, but there was no way he was going to let himself cry, not now. 


“Shouto?” Izuku asked, too innocently, looking at him from over his shoulder, “Are you 
coming?” 


He’d rather encase himself in ice and be defrosted when summer comes, maybe then he will 
have recovered from whatever awful feeling this was. But that wasn’t going to get him 
anywhere. 


“Yeah.” Shouto said weakly, willing himself to walk even though he’d felt frozen to the spot 
he was standing in. 


Up ahead the lights of the tunnel changed to blue, mixing with the red lights they’d been 
standing under. In the murky purple light, the tunnel felt less romantic and more eerie, like a 
cave in a video game. Maybe something would pop out from the shadows and devour Shouto 
whole, and he wouldn’t mind that at all. 


Chapter 11 
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“Oh, there you are!” Uraraka called from the end of the tunnel, waving at them with Tsuyu 
and lida behind her, “We didn’t even realize we left you behind!” 


For a moment Shouto didn’t register that she was talking to him. He felt sick, but most of all 
he felt stupid. Embarrassed. He couldn’t find any words and didn’t want to try. Izuku grinned 
at her as they approached, and then he looked back at Shouto with that same smile, but 
Shouto avoided his eyes. 


“What were you two doing, making out back there?” Jirou teased from a few feet up ahead, 
fingers loosely wrapped around Yaoyorozu’s gloved hand. Shouto felt as if he’d just had the 
wind knocked out his him. He coughed into his fist, trying to be discreet. 


“Reflecting much? As if you two didn’t make out in there.” Kaminari said to her, and Jirou 
punched him in the arm, growling something about him being raised in a barn. 


“Did you mean de flecting?” Yaoyorozu asked, completely serious, even if she looked a little 
pink in the face. 


A knot had settled in the pit of Shouto’s stomach and he could feel ice blooming across his 
skin, crawling up the side of his face, around the shell of his ear. He felt like the sound of 
snow cracking before an avalanche, a heavy and tumbling with no direction. 


Izuku meanwhile was fighting off their classmates, stammering out his denials and waving 
his hands around, pink on the tips of his ears. Uraraka looked between them, then at 
Yaoyorozu, and they exchanged a shrug. 


“You cool Todorok1?” Kaminari asked, “Well, normally that’s a joke but you look a little 
frosty.” 


“Eh.” Shouto hunched his shoulders with a scowl, hands still shoved in his pockets. His lack 
of proper response made Kaminari blink, confused, before turning his attention somewhere 
else. 


Ochako’s eyes flitted to him from where she was with Izuku and Iida. 


“Hold that thought Deku.” she said, she looked pointedly at Iida, who jumped into the 
conversation with a new topic of discussion, something about an interesting article that he’d 
read recently. With Izuku thoroughly distracted, Uraraka grabbed Shouto’s sleeve. 


“Todoroki, let’s get some hot chocolate, yeah?” she dragged him away, the warm brown of 
her eyes deep and filled with concern. There were a few confused comments from other 
classmates, but Uraraka’s steel-eyed glare silenced them immediately. 


Shouto went with it, his sneakers dragging on the pavement as he stumbled behind her. When 
they were out of earshot she rounded on him, looking up at him with a concerned frown. 


“What is going on?” she asked, her voice conspiratorial, just above a whisper. A little 
frightening, if Shouto were really honest. 


“Nothing.” his breath came out much colder than just the air around him, a puff of vapor 
dissipating between them. He couldn’t look her in the eye, and she seemed more than aware 
of that. 


“Liar.” she said. 


Shouto was starting to wonder when his emotions had started to leak out at every possible 
change, when he’d become so readable. Was it a result of just having a crush, or of spending 
so much time with the same people, of having actual friends. He couldn’t quite say it was 
bad. 


Shouto stuffed his hands in his pockets, but he couldn’t hide the frost on his face. Even with 
his left side taking over the thaw it. 


“T really think you and Deku should talk. Something’s going on.” she said, scooting into the 
hot chocolate line with a subtle sidestep. Shouto followed. 


“What are you talking about?” 
Uraraka tilted her head, the pom pom on her hat tilting with her, “Don’t you like him?” 


Uraraka wasn’t stupid, she certainly wouldn’t believe him if he lied, even though now more 
than ever he wanted to lie. 


“How’d you know that?” 


“Who doesn t know that?” Uraraka said, Shouto could hear the eye roll in her voice even if 
she didn’t physically do it. He looked down at his shoes, toeing at a pebble. 


“Tt’s that obvious?” he asked. 


“Yes!” Uraraka’s pitch rose, “I thought for sure you were finally confessing to each other in 
the light tunnel. Then you come out looking miserable. What happened?” 


It was embarrassing. Shouto wasn’t sure whether to call what happened a rejection or not, but 
it made him feel like hiding in his bed and never, ever coming out again. 


He took a steadying breath, preparing himself for any kind of reaction. He’d take laughter 
even. It was almost laughable. 


“T told him I’d date him and he just brushed me off. That’s it.” His voice was oddly 
controlled, despite how he felt. 


Uraraka’s face scrunched up in confusion, “So you told him you liked him?” 


“Not... outright.” 
SOua2” 


“He said he’d never get a date for being a nerd, and I told him that I would go on a date with 
him.” Shouto said. Uraraka just looked at him like she expected him to continue. 


“And?” 


“That’s when he just laughed and said that it was nice of me to cheer him up like that. I don’t 
get it, at all, I didn’t think I sounded like I was joking or anything.” said Shouto, taking a step 
forward in line after Uraraka. They were almost toward the front now. 


Uraraka’s face only cleared a little, cloudiness parting, but she sighed in exasperation. 


“Ugh of course he’s that dense!” she said, crossing her arms across her chest, “I even told 
him you liked him back and... oh my god.” she sighed, looking up at Shouto with a weary 
expression, “You need to spell it out to him, otherwise he won’t get the memo.” 


“Ohe2.. 


“Yeah, I mean he’s smart but he’s so dense,” she said, “And so are you. But that’s not 
important. My point is that you’ve gotta just tell him straight up.” 


She chuckled at her little joke, and were Shouto in a better mood maybe he would have 
joined her. He couldn’t shake the tightness in his chest, but he nodded, too choked up to 
speak. 


They were next in line, and Uraraka ordered two hot chocolates, both with marshmallows and 
whipped cream drizzled in caramel. 


“One of these is for Tsuyu.” she said. “You should order one for Deku. Get mint, he likes 
mint chocolate.” 


Shouto took her advice and he ordered the mint hot chocolate for himself as well. It even 
came with a stick of chocolate mint cookie on top of the whipped cream. 


The two walked back to join most of their class. Most of them were milling about in their 
usual groups, Izuku was still talking with Iida, but Kirishima had joined them, and 
Yaoyorozu, Jirou and Tsuyu seemed occupied talking about something on Jirou’s phone. 


“Here.” Shouto stood next to Izuku and handed one of the cups to him. Izuku lit up 
immediately. 


“Oh. Thanks Shouto!” he said, practically glowing behind all those freckles, “This looks 
fancy!” 


Even if his chest hurt and his brain was going in a thousand different directions at once, 
Shouto couldn’t help but mirror his smile, even just a little bit. He sipped his hot chocolate 


and listened to everyone talk, feeling alone even surrounded by people. It wasn’t an 
unfamiliar feeling, but in that moment it hurt more than usual. 


They had to go back to the dorms eventually, Aizawa wasn’t going to let them stay out past 
curfew, and the crowds were dwindling anyway. After everyone was gathered and accounted 
for, they walked as a group back to UA. Shouto stayed toward the back, and Izuku hung back 
with him, chatting with Ochako. 


The comforting chill of the night nipped at Shouto ears and nose. He liked the way the it 
stung at his skin. He liked the cold, it was like an embrace, especially with how his mind 
wouldn’t stop replaying his and Izuku’s conversation. He wondered if he’d be haunted with 
Izuku’s saddened smile, his little chuckle as he dismissed himself. 


Ochako moved up in the group to grab Tsuyu’s hand, effectively leaving Shouto and Izuku at 
the very back of the group, just the two of them. She looked back only once, at Izuku, and 
raised her eyebrows. Then she turned and it was like the two of them were alone. This was 
worse, Shouto thought, as awkward silence hung between them. 


Then Izuku grabbed Shouto’s sleeve, brilliant green eyes trained on his and an even more 
brilliant smile directed completely toward him. 


“Come on, this way is nicer.” he said. They’d been about to turn down the main road back to 
UA, but Izuku tugged his arm and they veered off in the other direction away from the rest of 
the class. Nobody seemed to notice they were gone. 


They didn’t talk and it felt strange. Izuku seemed lost in thought, looking up to the sky. He’d 
let go of Shouto’s sleeve. Each footstep, each warm breath into the chilly air sounded 
deafening in Shouto’s ears. He wished Izuku would say something. 


Izuku had taken him to the park, tree-lined with paths that criss-crossed through a manicured 
lawn that often had crowds of people sitting and playing on it on a nice day, but at night was 
completely empty. Up ahead was a pond, with smooth rocks around its border and plants 
growing from the inky water. In the cold the water formed a white frost where it lapped 
against the rocks, rippling gently from a small waterfall that cascaded over the rocks on the 
other side. 


“Tt’s odd to be in the park at night.” Izuku said, “But it’s pretty.” 


Shouto agreed, looking at the way yellow string lights in the trees reflected in the pond, 
glimmering like stars, rippling on the surface of the water like they were ribbons. Izuku 
walked up next to him, eyes on his own reflection in the pool, then on Shouto. For a moment, 
they just looked at each other’s reflections. 


“T just wanted to walk somewhere quiet.” Izuku started to turn away from the pond, “Thanks 
for coming with me.” 


“Tzuku, wait.” Shouto reached for Izuku’s wrist, catching it lightly. He met Izuku’s eyes and 
felt that little pang in his chest again, like the one he’d felt when he realized he’d grown to 
like Izuku more than a friend. 


“What?” Izuku turned back to face him, head tilted in confusion. Shouto took a deep breath, 
fighting to hold Izuku’s gaze. 


It would gnaw away at him if he didn’t do something now. He couldn’t go back to school life 
left like this, he just couldn’t. 


“T meant what I said, about wanting to date you.” 


Wanting to, not that he was just willing to, like it was a favor or a theoretical statement. Izuku 
blinked, the little breath he drew in just barely audible. 


“O-oh...” 


“T wasn’t just saying it to say it.”” Shouto continued, a tiny swell of confidence building, “And 
I want you to know that. You don’t have to do anything with it... if you don’t want, but I 
needed to make myself clear. That’s all.” 


A beat of silence, drowned out by water babbling down algae covered rocks, Shouto looked 
at Izuku steadily, encouraging him to reply. 


Izuku’s eyes locked on his hands, “You meant it?” 

“Of course I meant it.” Shouto’s voice was much softer than usual, but no less serious. 
Izuku ran his hands over themselves, still not looking up. His cheeks were flushed. 
“I’m so sorry.” 

The little flicker of pain in Shouto’s throat and chest was white hot, but he nodded. 
“That’s fine, as I said it’s okay if it’s just me-” 


“No, no! I mean- I thought... maybe you were trying to humor me, since I’ve been a little too 
obvious... about how I feel about you.” Izuku said, eyes starting to get glassy with tears, “It 
doesn’t seem possible, so I just assumed you were... kidding?” 


He said this like he was asking Shouto’s confirmation, but all Shouto could do was stare at 
him, his heart having nearly stopped from such an admission. Then he felt guilty, like he’d 
done something that made Izuku feel this way. 


“Do you really think I’d do that?” he asked, voice small. Izuku seemed to shrink away, 
picking at his fingers. 


“Ah! I-” he looked sheepishly at his feet, “Maybe not... But you can’t possibly-! I mean...” 
He gulped. Shouto couldn’t meet his eyes at all. 


“T messed this up. I’m stupid.” 


“No you aren’t, Izu.” Shouto said, putting his hands on Izuku’s shoulders, “I wasn’t clear, I 
was nervous and thought maybe that was a way to ease into it, but that didn’t really work...” 


He trailed off lamely, wincing at his awkwardness as he backed up, hands leaving Izuku’s 
shoulders. He’d always imagined confessing to Izuku in a much more romantic way, where 
he wasn’t so nervous he felt like he could burst into flames. But this was far more emotional 
than he’d ever thought, and maybe that was better. 


“T’ve really... liked you for a long time.” Izuku admitted, finally looking up at Shouto though 
a fringe of dark curls. 


A tush, like hot water turning ice to steam spread in Shouto’s chest and his face. He knew he 
was blushing, he could feel it, he could see it in the reflection in the pond. And he could see 
Izuku’s flushed, tear-stained cheeks before he hid his face in his hands. 


Shouto stepped forward, hands coming up to wrap around Izuku’s and gently pull them away 
from his face. He interlocked their fingers, moving closer until their foreheads were touching. 


It was Izuku who moved first, unlacing one hand to cup Shouto’s cheek, the pad of his thumb 
running over the edge of his scar as he leaned up to kiss him. 


Shouto’s mind went blank. All he knew was that his hand was locked with Izuku’s, that his 
lips where on Izuku’s lips, that his face was being caressed gently by Izuku’s scarred hand, 
cold against the warm side of his face but comforting. The kiss was clumsy, neither of them 
knew what they were doing but they also didn’t care. Shouto worried that maybe he’d freeze 
their lips together, but he felt too warm. He wasn’t sure what to do with his other hand, the 
one not clasped in Izuku’s, so he cradled the back of Izuku’s head, fingers tangled in his 
curls. 


When they pulled back, and they just barely did, they stayed close enough for their noses to 
almost brush. Izuku had wrapped his arms around Shouto’s neck, standing on his toes to be a 
little more level. For a moment, or maybe longer, they looked at each other like they were 
trying to confirm that they were both awake, that this wasn’t some kind of illusion. 


But Izuku’s smile was real, real enough to blind him, offset, maybe even a little unfocused. 
“T don’t really know what to say,” Shouto said. 
Izuku looked up at him, his hands trailed down Shouto’s arms to loosely hold his hands. 


“Except that I like you. A lot.” Shouto’s whole face was red, down his neck and even on his 
ears, and he chewed on his lip. 


“T like you too.” Izuku said, “I said that already, but... yeah.” 


Izuku continued to smile, not letting go of Shouto’s hand even when he needed to wipe away 
a spare tear. Then he started to laugh. 


“Maybe we were both being dumb.” 


“Yeah.” Shouto had to laugh a little himself. His heart was racing. 


“T mean, I thought you were completely out of my league.” Izuku said, “Or straight. For a bit. 
Kinda. I don’t know, you’re just so pretty and amazing and I know I was probably super 
obvious...” 


Shouto shrugged. 


“T... didn’t think you liked me back.” he said, bashful in a way he normally never allowed 
himself to be. 


“Really?” Izuku looked stunned. 
“If I did I would have confessed a long time ago.” Shouto said. 


Izuku looked up at the sky, wiped blank from the lights of the city, “I don’t know how to feel 
about that.” 


“Maybe I thought you were out of my league.” Shouto said simply, running his thumbs across 
Izuku’s knuckles, feeling the rough scars under his fingertips. 


“What? No way.” 


“Yeah.” Shouto said, suddenly at a loss for the right words to express just what made Izuku 
so great, “I’ve never met anyone even close to being like you. Not someone as kind, or as 
heroic.” 


He raised Izuku’s hand, the scarred one, to his lips, kissing the large scar that cut across his 
knuckle. 


“So of course I fell for you.” he murmured against his hand. 


Izuku’s face went from flushed to burning red, but Shouto smiled, letting Izuku’s hand drop 
to brush a few stray curls away from Izuku’s face. He leaned down again so that their faces 
were only inches apart. 


“T-.” Izuku said, low and quiet with them so close, “I can’t say I thought it would go like 
this.” 


“That makes two of us.” Shouto mumbled. 


“Can you kiss me again?” Izuku breathed against his lips, detrimental to Shouto’s heart. He 
didn’t hesitate, not with a request like that. 


This kiss was longer, deeper than the one before now that they had a better idea of what to 
expect. When they stopped for a moment to catch their breath, Shouto laughed softly when 
he tried to press a quick kiss to Izuku’s lips, missing and getting the corner of his mouth. 
Izuku cupped Shouto’s face in his hands, guiding him down a little to kiss him right under his 
left eye, on his scar. Shouto averted his eyes for a moment, flustered. His cheeks burned, and 
he hoped he didn’t accidentally catch on fire. 


“We should go back to the dorms, it’s past curfew.” Izuku said, hands still on Shouto’s 
cheeks, “And it’s cold out here.” 


“Yeah.” Shouto said, a little starry eyed still. Izuku let go of him, a smiling, freckles visible 
even in the low light. 


Shouto laced Izuku’s hand with his, the left so he could keep it warm, and put their hands in 
the pocket of his coat. 


“Oh-” Izuku looked at him, surprised, but smiling. 


“So your hand won’t get cold.” Shouto said simply. And they started walking, hand in hand, a 
soft quiet between them as if they’d just woken up. Shouto could drift away, he thought, 
luckily he had Izuku to keep him steady. 


When they got back to the dorms Izuku turned to him. 
“Can we...? Maybe it’s weird but I kinda want to just... stay up with you?” 


“Yeah... yeah that sounds good.” Shouto couldn’t think of anything he’d rather do, he was 
too happy to sleep anyway. 


“Okay, I'll meet you in ten?” 


Shouto agreed. Then he went to his room to pull his futon out and change into sweatpants, 
keeping his sweater on. Izuku knocked on his door, an All Might pillow in his arms and 
having changed into pajama pants and a t-shirt, All Might themed of course. He was smiling, 
cheeks pink with warmth. 


“Hi Shouto.” he said. Shouto just chuckled. 
“Hi Izuku.” 


They settled together on Shouto’s futon, leaning on each other. In a way it felt like it always 
did, the two of them together. Maybe it was too soon to notice a change. Shouto wasn’t really 
looking for either in particular. 


“T want to go on a date with you.” Shouto said bluntly. Then he coughed, looking down at his 
hands folded in his lap. “I mean, please go out with me.” 


Izuku started to laugh, “Yes, I’d love to!” He turned to wrap his arms around Shouto in a tight 
embrace. 


“If you’ ll go on a date with me.” 
It was Shouto’s turn to laugh, returning the hug, “Okay.” 


Izuku leaned in to kiss Shouto, giggling against his lips and pushing him back, flopping down 
on top of him mid-kiss. They nearly bumped heads but that didn’t matter. 


“You’re so comfy.” Izuku said, “And warm.” 
He’d snuggled down against Shouto’s chest, hair tickling at Shouto’s nose. 


“Yeah?” Shouto asked, running his hand down Izuku’s back, fingers brushing over planes of 
muscle, “We’ve uh... ended up like this a few times now.” 


Izuku flushed, “We- we have. Maybe that should have been our first clue.” 

“Maybe.” 

Izuku leaned up and kissed Shouto on the forehead, his forearms braced against his chest. 
“I’m glad I can do that now.” he said. 

Shouto smiled, “And I can do this.” 


When he leans up to kiss Izuku he’s met halfway, and they melted against each other again. 


They ended up falling asleep while watching a movie together. When Shouto woke up he’d 
almost thought everything was a dream until Izuku kissed him on the cheek with a groggy 
‘good morning.’ 


Neither of them left Shouto’s futon right away, Shouto wanted to make up for lost time, 
though he and Izuku both agreed that as of late they really were acting a little more than just 
friendly. 


Shouto laid back against a few pillows, including Izuku’s All Might pillow, scrolling on his 
phone. Izuku lay sideways to him, quite comfortable using his stomach as a pillow and 
mumbling out a string of ramblings that hopped from one topic to the next. 


“We should get brunch or something.” Izuku said, giggling when Shouto’s stomach grumbled 
rather loudly under his ear. 


Shouto had a hand threaded in Izuku’s hair, looping curls around his fingers. 
“T could eat.” he said. 
“T can hear that.” Izuku said, “You know any good places to go?” 


“There’s one Yaoyorozu mentioned once. It’s probably expensive though.” Shouto said. 
She’d taken Jirou there and said that she had an amazing time. It was on the thirteenth floor 
of a building, and had a pretty nice view of the surrounding part of the city. 


“Let’s try it out.” Izuku said. Then he turned to quickly kiss Shouto on the stomach before 
sitting up, leaving Shouto flushed. 


Izuku ran back to his room to change into regular clothes, and they met in the common room. 
They left campus, bundled up in the cold, and took the metro into one of the richer parts of 
the city. Endeavor’s hero agency was in this neighborhood, not that Shouto had it in him to 
care at all. 


At the top of the building, the restaurant’s glass walls looked out over the streets below. They 
were seated by the window after having to wait a few minutes for a table, as evidently they 
weren’t the only ones who thought about brunch. Seemed typical for a weekend morning. 


“It’s so weird that people recognize us.” Izuku said, after the server told them both that he’d 
seen them in the sports festival, expressing surprise that they were out together. 


“Well, we’ve been in the news a lot, and the sport festival.” Shouto said, then he added, a 
little bitterly, “Plus everyone knows who my father is.” 


Izuku looked down at his water glass, “I’m sorry. It must be awful to be associated with him 
all the time.” 


“Tt is but there’s nothing I can do about it.” 

Silence. Shouto took a sip of the tea he’d ordered, then he snorted. 

“Such good friends.” he sarcastically repeating the server’s words. 

Izuku laughed, “Yep. Just two friends having brunch together in a not gay way.” 


“Completely platonic.” Shouto said, looking away with a pointed smirk, “I certainly am not 
thinking about kissing you right now.” 


Izuku flushed, “Oh, no me neither.” 


When they got their food they ate quietly for a moment, Shouto had ordered an eggs Benedict 
dish; this restaurant was famous for fancier European-style foods. Izuku cut into a stack of 
fancy pancakes topped with caramelized bananas, looking absolutely delighted when he took 
a bite. They were sitting together, talking about school, about heroes and whatever else they 
wanted. The clear morning sunlight, the soft kind that seemed reserved only for weekend 
mornings, turned the edges of Izuku’s hair gold, outlining him like a halo. That’s when it hit 
him. 


“Shouto are you okay? There’s a little bit of fire on your ear.” Izuku asked. Shouto snuffed 
out the flame, a soft smile on his face. 


“We’re on a date.” he said, stirring idly at his tea to give him the illusion of calm, though 
inside his heartbeat had picked up. 


Izuku turned bright red, looking goofy with a mouthful of pancake. He swallowed. 


“T- oh my god I guess we are.” he beamed, “I guess I inadvertently took you on a date, huh?” 
Shouto chuckled, “You did. I’m thoroughly charmed.” 


“Me? Charming Shouto Todoroki? Class 1-A’s prettiest boy? Damn I’m good.” Izuku said, 
trying to sound smooth but not really succeeding. 


Shouto face flushed even deeper, ““You’re embarrassing me.” 
“That’s my job as your-.” Izuku stopped, completely clammed up, red-faced and eyes wide. 


“As my what?” Shouto asked expectantly, a little smile playing at his lips. He wanted to hear 
Izuku say what he was thinking, he had the feeling they were thinking the same thing. 


“Boyfriend.” Izuku covered his face, “I almost said boyfriend. Sorry, I know it’s maybe a bit 
soon...” 


“Why are you sorry?” Shouto asked, “I want to be your boyfriend.” 


Izuku still kept his face hidden, but Shouto could tell he was blushing. Even his ears were 
red. 


“T do too.” Izuku said. 


“Are you worried?” Shouto asked. He’d abandoned his breakfast for the time being but he 
poked at a poached egg with the edge of his fork. 


“T’m always worried about something...” Izuku said, tone light as he was clearly poking fun 
at himself. 


“Which I’ve told you to stop doing.” Shouto took on a flirtatious tone, ““You’re nosey.” 


Izuku laughed, “As if you have room to talk. You’re the one who’s always worried about 
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me. 


“You brought that upon yourself Izu,” Shouto teased, “I wouldn’t have to worry if you had a 
lower pain tolerance.” 


“You’d worry anyway, Shou. Don’t think I don’t know that.” Izuku said, a smile of complete 
and utter fondness tugging at his lips. Shouto could only mirror that smile. 


“Yeah,” he said, he reached for his right hand across the table and took it in his, the pad of his 
thumb tracing one of his scars. 


“That’s my job as your boyfriend.” 


Chapter End Notes 
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